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THE  MUTINY  OF  THE 
MAVERICKS 


Causing   "\  f   .  "V 

Conspiring  ^forces        Regular  forces, 

•«i.    .u        a  mutiny     belonging       Reserve  forces, 
witn  otner  V      ,.         -{          »•         r  *      .1-       e 
persons  to  I  Scdltl°n  I    J?."",     j  Auxiliary  forces, 
cause      J  1  MaJesty S  J  Navy' 


WHEN  three  obscure  gentlemen  in  San 
Francisco  argued  on  insufficient  premises 
they  condemned  a  fellow^creature  to  a 
most  unpleasant  death  in  a  far  country,  which  had 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  United  States. 
They  foregathered  at  the  top  of  a  tenement'house 
in  Tehama  Street,  an  unsavoury  quarter  of  the 
city,  and,  there  calling  for  certain  drinks,  they  con* 
spired  because  they  were  conspirators  by  trade, 
officially  known  as  the  Third  Three  of  the  LA.A. 
— an  institution  for  the  propagation  of  pure  light, 
not  to  be  confounded  with  any  others,  though  it 
is  affiliated  to  many.  The  Second  Three  live  in 
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Montreal,  and  work  among  the  poor  there;  the 
First  Three  have  their  home  in  New  York,  not  far 
from  Castle  Garden,  and  write  regularly  once  a 
week  to  a  small  house  near  one  of  the  big  hotels  at 
Boulogne,  What  happens  after  that,  a  particular 
section  of  Scotland  Yard  knows  too  well,  and 
laughs  at,  A  conspirator  detests  ridicule.  More 
men  have  been  stabbed  with  Lucrezia  Borgia 
daggers  and  dropped  into  the  Thames  for  laughing 
at  Head  Centres  and  Triangles  than  for  betraying 
secrets ;  for  this  is  human  nature. 

The  Third  Three  conspired  over  whisky  cock* 
tails  and  a  clean  sheet  of  notepaper  against  the 
British  Empire  and  all  that  lay  therein.  This 
work  is  very  like  what  men  without  discernment 
call  politics  before  a  general  election.  You  pick 
out  and  discuss,  in  the  company  of  congenial 
friends,  all  the  weak  points  in  your  opponents' 
organisation,  and  unconsciously  dwell  upon  and 
exaggerate  all  their  mishaps,  till  it  seems  to  you 
a  miracle  that  the  hated  party  holds  together  for 
an  hour. 

4  Our  principle  is  not  so  much  active  demonstra* 
tion — that  we  leave  to  others — as  passive  embarrass* 
ment,  to  weaken  and  unnerve/  said  the  first  man, 
4  Wherever  an  organisation  is  crippled,  wherever 
a  confusion  is  thrown  into  any  branch  of  any 
department,  we  gain  a  step  for  those  who  take  on 
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the  work ;  we  are  but  the  forerunners/  He  was 
a  German  enthusiast,  and  editor  of  a  newspaper, 
from  whose  leading  articles  he  quoted  frequently. 

4  That  cursed  Empire  makes  so  many  blunders 
of  her  own  that  unless  we  doubled  the  year's 
average  I  guess  it  wouldn't  strike  her  anything 
special  had  occurred/  said  the  second  man*  4  Are 
you  prepared  to  say  that  all  our  resources  are  equal 
to  blowing  off  the  muzzle  of  a  hundred'ton  gun 
or  spiking  a  ten-thousand'ton  ship  on  a  plain  rock 
in  clear  daylight  ?  They  can  beat  us  at  our  own 
game.  'Better  join  hands  with  the  practical 
branches;  we're  in  funds  now.  Try  a  direct 
scare  in  a  crowded  street.  They  value  their 
greasy  hides/  He  was  the  drag  upon  the  wheel, 
and  an  Americanised  Irishman  of  the  second 
generation,  despising  his  own  race  and  hating  the 
other.  He  had  learned  caution. 

The  third  man  drank  his  cock'tail  and  spoke 
no  word.  He  was  the  strategist,  but  unfortunately 
his  knowledge  of  life  was  limited.  He  picked  a 
letter  from  his  breast-pocket  and  threw  it  across 
the  table.  That  epistle  to  the  heathen  contained 
some  very  concise  directions  from  the  First  Three 
in  New  York.  It  said — 

'  The  boom  in  black  iron  has  already  affected  the 
eastern  markets,  where  our  agents  have  been 
forcing  down  the  English<held  stock  among  the 
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smaller  buyers  who  watch  the  turn  of  shares. 
Any  immediate  operations,  such  as  western  bears, 
would  increase  their  willingness  to  unload.  This, 
however,  cannot  be  expected  till  they  see  clearly  that 
foreign  iron  *  masters  are  willing  to  co*  operate. 
Mulcahy  should  be  dispatched  to  feel  the  pulse  of 
the  market,  and  act  accordingly.  Mavericks  are  at 
present  the  best  for  our  purpose. — P.D.Q.' 

As  a  message  referring  to  an  iron  crisis  in 
Pennsylvania,  it  was  interesting,  if  not  lucid*  As 
a  new  departure  in  organised  attack  on  an  out' 
lying  English  dependency,  it  was  more  than 
interesting* 

The  second  man  read  it  through  and 
murmured — 

4 Already?  Surely  they  are  in  too  great  a 
hurry.  All  that  Dhulip  Singh  could  do  in  India 
he  has  done,  down  to  the  distribution  of  his 
photographs  among  the  peasantry*  Ho!  Ho! 
The  Paris  firm  arranged  that,  and  he  has  no 
substantial  money  backing  from  the  Other  Power. 
Even  our  agents  in  India  know  he  hasn't.  What 
is  the  use  of  our  organisation  wasting  men  on  work 
that  is  already  done?  Of  course  the  Irish  regix 
ments  in  India  are  half  mutinous  as  they  stand,' 

This  shows  how  near  a  lie  may  come  to  the 
truth*  An  Irish  regiment,  for  just  so  long  as  it 
stands  still,  is  generally  a  hard  handful  to  control. 
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being  reckless  and  rough.  When,  however,  it  is 
moved  in  the  direction  of  musketry  *  firing,  it 
becomes  strangely  and  unpatriotically  content  with 
its  lot.  It  has  even  been  heard  to  cheer  the  Queen 
with  enthusiasm  on  these  occasions. 

But  the  notion  of  tampering  with  the  army  was, 
from  the  point  of  view  of  Tehama  Street,  an 
altogether  sound  one.  There  is  no  shadow  of 
stability  in  the  policy  of  an  English  Government, 
and  the  most  sacred  oaths  of  England  would, 
even  if  engrossed  on  vellum,  find  very  few  buyers 
among  colonies  and  dependencies  that  have  suffered 
from  vain  beliefs.  But  there  remains  to  England 
always  her  army.  That  cannot  change  except  in 
the  matter  of  uniform  and  equipment.  The 
officers  may  write  to  the  papers  demanding  the 
heads  of  the  Horse  Guards  in  default  of  cleaner 
redress  for  grievances ;  the  men  may  break  loose 
across  a  country  town  and  seriously  startle  the 
publicans ;  but  neither  officers  nor  men  have  it  in 
their  composition  to  mutiny  after  the  continental 
manner.  The  English  people,  when  they  trouble 
to  think  about  the  army  at  all,  are,  and  with  justice, 
absolutely  assured  that  it  is  absolutely  trustworthy. 
Imagine  for  a  moment  their  emotions  on  realising 
that  such  and  such  a  regiment  was  in  open  revolt 
from  causes  directly  due  to  England's  management 
of  Ireland.  They  would  probably  send  the 
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regiment  to  the  polls  forthwith  and  examine  their 
own  consciences  as  to  their  duty  to  Erin ;  but 
they  would  never  be  easy  any  more.  And  it  was 
this  vague,  unhappy  mistrust  that  the  I.A.A.  were 
labouring  to  produce. 

'Sheer  waste  of  breath/  said  the  second  man 
after  a  pause  in  the  council,  4l  don't  see  the  use 
of  tampering  with  their  fool-army,  but  it  has  been 
tried  before  and  we  must  try  it  again.  It  looks 
well  in  the  reports.  If  we  send  one  man  from 
here  you  may  bet  your  life  that  other  men  are 
going  too.  Order  up  Mulcahy/ 

They  ordered  him  up  —  a  slim,  slight,  dark- 
haired  young  man,  devoured  with  that  blind 
rancorous  hatred  of  England  that  only  reaches  its 
full  growth  across  the  Atlantic.  He  had  sucked 
it  from  his  mother's  breast  in  the  little  cabin  at 
the  back  of  the  northern  avenues  of  New  York ; 
he  had  been  taught  his  rights  and  his  wrongs,  in 
German  and  Irish,  on  the  canal  fronts  of  Chicago ; 
and  San  Francisco  held  men  who  told  him  strange 
and  awful  things  of  the  great  blind  power  over  the 
seas.  Once,  when  business  took  him  across  the 
Atlantic,  he  had  served  in  an  English  regiment, 
and  being  insubordinate  had  suffered  extremely. 
He  drew  all  his  ideas  of  England  that  were  not 
bred  by  the  cheaper  patriotic  prints  from  one 
iron -fisted  colonel  and  an  unbending  adjutant. 
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He  would  go  to  the  mines  if  need  be  to  teach  his 
gospel.  And  he  went  as  his  instructions  advised 
p.d.q. — which  means  'with  speed ' — to  introduce 
embarrassment  into  an  Irish  regiment,  4  already 
half^mutinous,  quartered  among  Sikh  peasantry, 
all  wearing  miniatures  of  His  Highness  Dhulip 
Singh,  Maharaja  of  the  Punjab,  next  their  hearts, 
and  all  eagerly  expecting  his  arrival/  Other 
information  equally  valuable  was  given  him  by  his 
masters.  He  was  to  be  cautious,  but  never  to 
grudge  expense  in  winning  the  hearts  of  the  men 
in  the  regiment.  His  mother  in  New  York  would 
supply  funds,  and  he  was  to  write  to  her  once  a 
month.  Life  is  pleasant  for  a  man  who  has  a 
mother  in  New  York  to  send  him  two  hundred 
pounds  a  year  over  and  above  his  regimental  pay. 
In  process  of  time,  thanks  to  his  intimate 
knowledge  of  drill  and  musketry  exercise,  the 
excellent  Mulcahy,  wearing  the  corporal's  stripe, 
went  out  in  a  troopship  and  joined  Her  Majesty's 
Royal  Loyal  Musketeers,  commonly  known  as  the 
'Mavericks/  because  they  were  masterless  and 
unbranded  cattle — sons  of  small  farmers  in  County 
Clare,  shoeless  vagabonds  of  Kerry,  herders  of 
Bally  vegan,  much  wanted  'moonlighters'  from 
the  bare  rainy  headlands  of  the  south  coast, 
officered  by  O'Mores,  Bradys,  Hills,  Kilreas,  and 
the  like.  Never  to  outward  seeming  was  there 
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more  promising  material  to  work  on.  The  First 
Three  had  chosen  their  regiment  well  It  feared 
nothing  that  moved  or  talked  save  the  colonel 
and  the  regimental  Roman  Catholic  chaplain,  the 
fat  Father  Dennis,  who  held  the  keys  of  heaven 
and  hell,  and  blared  like  an  angry  bull  when  he 
desired  to  be  convincing.  Him  also  it  loved 
because  on  occasions  of  stress  he  was  used  to  mck 
up  his  cassock  and  charge  with  the  rest  into  the 
merriest  of  the  fray,  where  he  always  found,  good 
man,  that  the  saints  sent  him  a  revolver  when 
there  was  a  fallen  private  to  be  protected,  or — but 
this  came  as  an  afterthought — his  own  gray  head 
to  be  guarded. 

Cautiously  as  he  had  been  instructed,  tenderly 
and  with  much  beer,  Mulcahy  opened  his  projects 
to  such  as  he  deemed  fittest  to  listen.  And  these 
were,  one  and  all,  of  that  quaint,  crooked,  sweet, 
profoundly  irresponsible  and  profoundly  lovable 
race  that  fight  like  fiends,  argue  like  children, 
reason  like  women,  obey  like  men,  and  jest  like 
their  own  goblins  of  the  rath  through  rebellion, 
loyalty,  want,  woe,  or  war.  The  underground 
work  of  a  conspiracy  is  always  dull  and  very  much 
the  same  the  world  over.  At  the  end  of  six 
months — the  seed  always  falling  on  good  ground 
— Mulcahy  spoke  almost  explicitly,  hinting  darkly 
in  the  approved  fashion  at  dread  powers  behind 
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him,  and  advising  nothing  more  nor  less  than 
mutiny.  Were  they  not  dogs,  evilly  treated  ?  had 
they  not  all  their  own  and  their  national  revenges 
to  satisfy  ?  Who  in  these  days  would  do  aught 
to  nine  hundred  men  in  rebellion  ?  Who,  again, 
could  stay  them  if  they  broke  for  the  sea,  licking 
up  on  their  way  other  regiments  only  too  anxious 
to  join?  And  afterwards  .  .  .  here  followed 
windy  promises  of  gold  and  preferment,  office,  and 
honour,  ever  dear  to  a  certain  type  of  Irishman. 

As  he  finished  his  speech,  in  the  dusk  of  a 
twilight,  to  his  chosen  associates,  there  was  a  sound 
of  a  rapidly  unslung  belt  behind  him.  The  arm 
of  one  Dan  Grady  flew  out  in  the  gloom  and 
arrested  something.  Then  said  Dan— 

'Mulcahy,  you're  a  great  man,  an'  you  do 
credit  to  whoever  sent  you.  Walk  about  a  bit 
while  we  think  of  it/  Mulcahy  departed  elate. 
He  knew  his  words  would  sink  deep* 

'Why  the  triple-dashed  asterisks  did  ye  not 
let  me  belt  him  ? '  grunted  a  voice. 

'Because  Pm  not  a  fat  -headed  fool.  Boys, 
'tis  what  he's  been  driving  at  these  six  months — 
our  superior  corpril  with  his  education  and  his 
copies  of  the  Irish  papers  and  his  everlasting  beer. 
He's  been  sent  for  the  purpose  and  that's  where 
the  money  comes  from.  Can  ye  not  see  ?  That 
man's  a  gold-mine,  which  Horse  Egan  here  would 
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have  destroyed  with  a  belt'buckle.  It  would  be 
throwing  away  the  gifts  of  Providence  not  to  fall 
in  with  his  little  plans.  Of  coorse  we'll  mut'ny 
till  all's  dry.  Shoot  the  colonel  on  the  parade* 
ground,  massacree  the  company  officers,  ransack 
the  arsenal,  and  then — Boys,  did  he  tell  you  what 
next  ?  He  told  me  the  other  night  when  he  was 
beginning  to  talk  wild.  Then  we're  to  join  with 
the  niggers,  and  look  for  help  from  Dhulip  Singh 
and  the  Russians  I ' 

*  And  spoil  the  best  campaign  that  ever  was  this 
side  of  Hell  I  Danny,  I'd  have  lost  the  beer  to 
ha'  given  him  the  belting  he  requires,' 

4  Oh,  let  him  go  this  awhile,  man !  He's  got 
no — no  constructiveness,  but  that's  the  egg-meat 
of  his  plan,  and  you  must  understand  that  I'm  in 
with  it,  an'  so  are  you.  We'll  want  oceans  of  beer 
to  convince  us — firmaments  full.  We'll  give  him 
talk  for  his  money,  and  one  by  one  all  the  boys'll 
come  in  and  he'll  have  a  nest  of  nine  hundred 
mutineers  to  squat  in  an'  give  drink  to.' 

4  What  makes  me  killing-mad  is  his  wanting  us 
to  do  what  the  niggers  did  thirty  years  gone. 
That  an'  his  pig's  cheek  in  saying  that  other 
regiments  would  come  along,'  said  a  Kerry  man, 

4  That's  not  so  bad  as  hintin'  we  should  loose 
off  on  the  colonel/ 

4  Colonel  be  sugared !    I'd  as  soon  as  not  put  a 
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shot  through  his  helmet  to  see  him  jump  and 
clutch  his  old  horse's  head.  But  Mulcahy  talks 
o'  shootin'  our  comp'ny  orfcers  accidental/ 

4  He  said  that,  did  he  ? '  said  Horse  Egan. 

*  Somethin'  like  that,  anyways.  Can't  ye  fancy 
ould  Barber  Brady  wid  a  bullet  in  his  lungs, 
coughin'  like  a  sick  monkey,  an'  sayin', 44  Bhoys, 
I  do  not  mind  your  gettin'  dhrunk,  but  you  must 
hould  your  liquor  like  men.  The  man  that  shot 
me  is  dhrunk.  I'll  suspend  investigations  for 
six  hours,  while  I  get  this  bullet  cut  out,  an' 
then "' 

'An'  then,'  continued  Horse  Egan,  for  the 
peppery  Major's  peculiarities  of  speech  and  manner 
were  as  well  known  as  his  tanned  face ;  4 "  an' 
then,  ye  dissolute,  half-baked,  putty-faced  scum  o' 
Connemara,  if  I  find  a  man  so  much  as  lookin' 
confused,  begad,  I'll  coort  -  martial  the  whole 
company.  A  man  that  can't  get  over  his 
liquor  in  six  hours  is  not  fit  to  belong  to  the 
Mavericks!"' 

A  shout  of  laughter  bore  witness  to  the  truth  of 
the  sketch. 

'It's  pretty  to  think  of,'  said  the  Kerry  man 
slowly.  4  Mulcahy  would  have  us  do  all  the 
devilmint,  and  get  clear  himself,  someways.  He 
wudn't  be  takin'  all  this  fool's  throuble  in  shpoilin' 
the  reputation  of  the  regiment ' 
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4  Reputation  of  your  grandmother's  pig!'  said 
Dan, 

4  Well,  an'  he  had  a  good  reputation  tu ;  so  it's 
all  right*  Mulcahy  must  see  his  way  to  clear  out 
behind  him.  or  he'd  not  ha'  come  so  far,  talkin' 
powers  of  darkness/ 

4  Did  you  hear  anything  of  a  regimental  court' 
martial  among  the  Black  Boneens,  these  days? 
Half  a  company  of  'em  took  one  of  the  new  draft 
an'  hanged  him  by  his  arms  with  a  tent-rope  from 
a  third  story  veranda.  They  gave  no  reason  for 
so  doin',  but  he  was  half  dead.  I'm  thinking  that 
the  Boneens  are  short-sighted.  It  was  a  friend  of 
Mulcahy's.  or  a  man  in  the  same  trade.  They'd 
a  deal  better  ha'  taken  his  beer/  returned  Dan 
reflectively. 

4  Better  still  ha'  handed  him  up  to  the  colonel/ 
said  Horse  Egan,  'onless — but  sure  the  news  wud 
be  all  over  the  counthry  an'  give  the  reg'ment  a 
bad  name/ 

4  An'  there'd  be  no  reward  for  that  man — he  but 
went  about  talkin'/  said  the  Kerry  man  artlessly. 

4  You  speak  by  your  breed/  said  Dan  with  a 
laugh.  4  There  was  never  a  Kerry  man  yet  that 
wudn't  sell  his  brother  for  a  pipe  o'  tobacco  an'  a 
pat  on  the  back  from  a  p'liceman/ 

4  Praise  God  I'm  not  a  bloomin'  Orangeman/ 
was  the  answer. 
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*  No,  nor  never  will  be/  said  Dan.  '  They  breed 
men  in  Ulster.  Would  you  like  to  thry  the  taste 
of  one  ? ' 

The  Kerry  man  looked  and  longed,  but  fore* 
bore.  The  odds  of  battle  were  too  great. 

'Then  you'll  not  even  give  Mulcahy  a — a 
strike  for  his  money/  said  the  voice  of  Horse  Egan, 
who  regarded  what  he  called  4  trouble '  of  any 
kind  as  the  pinnacle  of  felicity. 

Dan  answered  not  at  all,  but  crept  on  tip<toe, 
with  large  strides,  to  the  mess-room,  the  men 
following.  The  room  was  empty.  In  a  corner, 
cased  like  the  King  of  Dahomey's  state  umbrella, 
stood  the  regimental  colours.  Dan  lifted  them 
tenderly  and  unrolled  in  the  light  of  the  candles 
the  record  of  the  Mavericks — tattered,  worn,  and 
hacked.  The  white  satin  was  darkened  every^ 
where  with  big  brown  stains,  the  gold  threads  on 
the  crowned  harp  were  frayed  and  discoloured,  and 
the  Red  Bull,  the  totem  of  the  Mavericks,  was 
coffeexhued.  The  stiff,  embroidered  folds,  whose 
price  is  human  life,  rustled  down  slowly.  The 
Mavericks  keep  their  colours  long  and  guard  them 
very  sacredly. 

'Vittoria,  Salamanca,  Toulouse,  Waterloo, 
Moodkee,  Ferozshah,  an'  Sobraon  —  that  was 
fought  close  next  door  here,  against  the  very 
beggars  he  wants  us  to  join.  Inkermann,  The 
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Alma,  Sebastopol !  What  are  those  little  businesses 
compared  to  the  campaigns  of  General  Mulcahy  ? 
The  Mut'ny,  think  o'  that ;  the  Mut'ny  an'  some 
dirty  little  matters  in  Afghanistan;  an'  for  that 
an'  these  an'  those' — Dan  pointed  to  the  names 
of  glorious  battles — 'that  Yankee  man  with  the 
partin'  in  his  hair  comes  an'  says  as  easy  as  "  have 
a  drink."  .  *  *  Holy  Moses,  there's  the  captain ! ' 

But  it  was  the  mess^sergeant  who  came  in  just 
as  the  men  clattered  out,  and  found  the  colours 
uncased. 

From  that  day  dated  the  mutiny  of  the 
Mavericks,  to  the  joy  of  Mulcahy  and  the  pride  of 
his  mother  in  New  York — the  good  lady  who  sent 
the  money  for  the  beer.  Never,  so  far  as  words 
went,  was  such  a  mutiny.  The  conspirators,  led 
by  Dan  Grady  and  Horse  Egan,  poured  in  daily. 
They  were  sound  men,  men  to  be  trusted,  and  they 
all  wanted  blood ;  but  first  they  must  have  beer. 
They  cursed  the  Queen,  they  mourned  over 
Ireland,  they  suggested  hideous  plunder  of  the 
Indian  country  side,  and  then,  alas  ! — some  of  the 
younger  men  would  go  forth  and  wallow  on  the 
ground  in  spasms  of  wicked  laughter.  The  genius 
of  the  Irish  for  conspiracies  is  remarkable.  None 
the  less  they  would  swear  no  oaths  but  those  of 
their  own  making,  which  were  rare  and  curious, 
and  they  were  always  at  pains  to  impress  Mulcahy 

14 


THE  MUTINY  OF  THE  MAVERICKS 

with  the  risks  they  ran.  Naturally  the  flood 
of  beer  wrought  demoralisation.  But  Mulcahy 
confused  the  causes  of  things,  and  when  a  very 
muzzy  Maverick  smote  a  sergeant  on  the  nose  or 
called  his  commanding  officer  a  bald-headed  old 
lard'bladder,  and  even  worse  names,  he  fancied 
that  rebellion  and  not  liquor  was  at  the  bottom 
of  the  outbreak.  Other  gentlemen  who  have 
concerned  themselves  in  larger  conspiracies  have 
made  the  same  error. 

The  hot  season,  in  which  they  protested  no 
man  could  rebel,  came  to  an  end,  and  Mulcahy 
suggested  a  visible  return  for  his  teachings.  As 
to  the  actual  upshot  of  the  mutiny  he  cared  nothing. 
It  would  be  enough  if  the  English,  infatuatedly 
trusting  to  the  integrity  of  their  army,  should  be 
startled  with  news  of  an  Irish  regiment  revolting 
from  political  considerations.  His  persistent  de* 
mands  would  have  ended,  at  Dan's  instigation,  in 
a  regimental  belting  which  in  all  probability  would 
have  killed  him  and  cut  off  the  supply  of  beer, 
had  not  he  been  sent  on  special  duty  some  fifty 
miles  away  from  the  cantonment  to  cool  his  heels 
in  a  mud  fort  and  dismount  obsolete  artillery. 
Then  the  colonel  of  the  Mavericks,  reading  his 
newspaper  diligently,  and  scenting  Frontier  trouble 
from  afar,  posted  to  the  army  headquarters  and 
pled  with  the  Commander  -  in  -  chief  for  certain 
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privileges,  to  be  granted  under  certain  contingencies ; 
which  contingencies  came  about  only  a  week  later, 
when  the  annual  little  war  on  the  Border  developed 
itself,  and  the  colonel  returned  to  carry  the  good 
news  to  the  Mavericks*  He  held  the  promise  of 
the  Chief  for  active  service,  and  the  men  must 
get  ready. 

On  the  evening  of  the  same  day,  Mulcahy,  an 
unconsidered  corporal — yet  great  in  conspiracy — 
returned  to  cantonments,  and  heard  sounds  of 
strife  and  howlings  from  afar  off.  The  mutiny 
had  broken  out  and  the  barracks  of  the  Mavericks 
were  one  whitewashed  pandemonium.  A  private 
tearing  through  the  barrack'square  gasped  in  his 
ear,  '  Service !  Active  service.  It's  a  burnin' 
shame/  Oh  joy,  the  Mavericks  had  risen  on  the 
eve  of  battle !  They  would  not — noble  and  loyal 
sons  of  Ireland — serve  the  Queen  longer.  The 
news  would  flash  through  the  country  side  and 
over  to  England,  and  he — Mulcahy — the  trusted 
of  the  Third  Three,  had  brought  about  the  crash. 
The  private  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  square  and 
cursed  colonel,  regiment,  officers,  and  doctor,  par^ 
ticularly  the  doctor,  by  his  gods.  An  orderly  of 
the  native  cavalry  regiment  clattered  through  the 
mob  of  soldiers.  He  was  half  lifted,  half  dragged 
from  his  horse,  beaten  on  the  back  with  mighty 
hand  x  claps  till  his  eyes  watered,  and  called  all 
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manner  of  endearing  names.  Yes,  the  Mavericks 
had  fraternised  with  the  native  troops.  Who  then 
was  the  agent  among  the  latter  that  had  blindly 
wrought  with  Mulcahy  so  well  ? 

An  officer  slunk,  almost  ran,  from  the  mess  to 
a  barrack.  He  was  mobbed  by  the  infuriated 
soldiery,  who  closed  round  but  did  not  kill  him, 
for  he  fought  his  way  to  shelter,  flying  for  the 
life.  Mulcahy  could  have  wept  with  pure  joy  and 
thankfulness.  The  very  prisoners  in  the  guard" 
room  were  shaking  the  bars  of  their  cells  and 
howling  like  wild  beasts,  and  from  every  barrack 
poured  the  booming  as  of  a  big  war^drum. 

Mulcahy  hastened  to  his  own  barrack.  He 
could  hardly  hear  himself  speak.  Eighty  men 
were  pounding  with  fist  and  heel  the  tables  and 
trestles — eighty  men,  flushed  with  mutiny,  stripped 
to  their  shirt  sleeves,  their  knapsacks  halfxpacked 
for  the  march  to  the  sea,  made  the  two^inch  boards 
thunder  again  as  they  chanted  to  a  tune  that 
Mulcahy  knew  well,  the  Sacred  War  Song  of  the 
Mavericks — 

Listen  in  the  north,  my  boys,  there's  trouble  on  the  wind ; 
Tramp  o'  Cossack  hooves  in  front,  gray  great-coats  behind, 
Trouble  on  the  Frontier  of  a  most  amazin'  kind, 
Trouble  on  the  waters  o'  the  Oxus  I 

Then,  as  a  table  broke  under  the  furious  accom* 
paniment — 
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Hurrah  1  hurrah  I  it's  north  by  west  we  go  ; 
Hurrah  I  hurrah  1  the  chance  we  wanted  so ; 
Let  'em  hear  the  chorus  from  Umballa  to  Moscow, 
As  we  go  marchin'  to  the  Kremling. 

4  Mother  of  all  the  saints  in  bliss  and  all  the 
devils  in  cinders,  where's  my  fine  new  sock  widout 
the  heel  ? '  howled  Horse  Egan,  ransacking  every" 
body's  valise  but  his  own.  He  was  engaged  in 
making  up  deficiencies  of  kit  preparatory  to  a 
campaign,  and  in  that  work  he  steals  best  who 
steals  last,  4  Ah,  Mulcahy,  you're  in  good  time/ 
he  shouted.  *  We've  got  the  route,  and  we're  off 
on  Thursday  for  a  pionic  wid  the  Lancers  next 
door/ 

An  ambulance  orderly  appeared  with  a  huge 
basket  full  of  lint  rolls,  provided  by  the  forethought 
of  the  Queen  for  such  as  might  need  them  later 
on.  Horse  Egan  unrolled  his  bandage,  and 
flicked  it  under  Mulcahy's  nose,  chanting — 

'  Sheepskin  an'  bees'  wax,  thunder,  pitch,  and  plaster, 
The  more  you  try  to  pull  it  off,  the  more  it  sticks  the  faster. 
As  I  was  goin'  to  New  Orleans — 

4  You  know  the  rest  of  it,  my  Irish  American* 
Jew  boy.  By  gad,  ye  have  to  fight  for  the  Queen 
in  the  inside  av  a  fortnight,  my  darlin'/ 

A  roar  of  laughter  interrupted.  Mulcahy 
looked  vacantly  down  the  room.  Bid  a  boy  defy 
his  father  when  the  pantomime^cab  is  at  the  door ; 
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or  a  girl  develop  a  will  of  her  own  when  her 
mother  is  putting  the  last  touches  to  the  first  ballx 
dress ;  but  do  not  ask  an  Irish  regiment  to  embark 
upon  mutiny  on  the  eve  of  a  campaign ;  when  it 
has  fraternised  with  the  native  regiment  that 
accompanies  it,  and  driven  its  officers  into  retire^ 
ment  with  ten  thousand  clamorous  questions,  and 
the  prisoners  dance  for  joy,  and  the  sick  men  stand 
in  the  open,  calling  down  all  known  diseases  on 
the  head  of  the  doctor,  who  has  certified  that  they 
are  "  medically  unfit  for  active  service/'  At  even 
the  Mavericks  might  have  been  mistaken  for 
mutineers  by  one  so  unversed  in  their  natures  as 
Mulcahy.  At  dawn  a  girls'  school  might  have 
learned  deportment  from  them.  They  knew  that 
their  colonel's  hand  had  closed,  and  that  he  who 
broke  that  iron  discipline  would  not  go  to  the 
front :  nothing  in  the  world  will  persuade  one  of 
our  soldiers  when  he  is  ordered  to  the  north  on 
the  smallest  of  affairs,  that  he  is  not  immediately 
going  gloriously  to  slay  Cossacks  and  cook  his 
kettles  in  the  palace  of  the  Czar,  A  few  of  the 
younger  men  mourned  for  Mulcahy's  beer,  because 
the  campaign  was  to  be  conducted  on  strict  temper* 
ance  principles,  but  as  Dan  and  Horse  Egan  said 
sternly,  '  We've  got  the  beer^man  with  us.  He 
shall  drink  now  on  his  own  hook/ 

Mulcahy  had  not  taken  into  account  the  possi* 
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bility  of  being  sent  on  active  service.  He  had 
made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  not  go  under 
any  circumstances,  but  fortune  was  against  him. 

4  Sick — you  ? '  said  the  doctor,  who  had  served 
an  unholy  apprenticeship  to  his  trade  in  Tralee 
poorhouses.  4  You're  only  home-sick,  and  what 
you  call  varicose  veins  come  from  overheating. 
A  little  gentle  exercise  will  cure  that/  And  later, 
4  Mulcahy,  my  man,  everybody  is  allowed  to  apply 
for  a  sickxcertificate  once.  If  he  tries  it  twice  we 
call  him  by  an  ugly  name*  Go  back  to  your  duty, 
and  let's  hear  no  more  of  your  diseases/ 

I  am  ashamed  to  say  that  Horse  Egan  enjoyed 
the  study  of  Mulcahy 's  soul  in  those  days,  .and 
Dan  took  an  equal  interest.  Together  they 
would  communicate  to  their  corporal  all  the  dark 
lore  of  death  which  is  the  portion  of  those  who 
have  seen  men  die.  Egan  had  the  larger  experience, 
but  Dan  the  finer  imagination.  Mulcahy  shivered 
when  the  former  spoke  of  the  knife  as  an  intimate 
acquaintance,  or  the  latter  dwelt  with  loving 
particularity  on  the  fate  of  those  who,  wounded 
and  helpless,  had  been  overlooked  by  the  ambu' 
lances,  and  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  Afghan 
women-folk. 

Mulcahy  knew  that  the  mutiny,  for  the  present 
at  least,  was  dead,  knew,  too,  that  a  change  had 
come  over  Dan's  usually  respectful  attitude  to- 
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wards  him,  and  Horse  Egan's  laughter  and  frequent 
allusions  to  abortive  conspiracies  emphasised  all 
that  the  conspirator  had  guessed.  The  horrible 
fascination  of  the  death-stories,  however,  made  him 
seek  the  men's  society.  He  learnt  much  more 
than  he  had  bargained  for;  and  in  this  manner. 
It  was  on  the  last  night  before  the  regiment  en- 
trained to  the  front.  The  barracks  were  stripped 
of  everything  movable,  and  the  men  were  too 
excited  to  sleep.  The  bare  walls  gave  out  a  heavy 
hospital  smell  of  chloride  of  lime. 

'And  what/  said  Mulcahy  in  an  awe-stricken 
whisper,  after  some  conversation  on  the  eternal 
subject, 4  are  you  going  to  do  to  me,  Dan  ? '  This 
might  have  been  the  language  of  an  able  conspirator 
conciliating  a  weak  spirit. 

'You'll  see/  said  Dan  grimly,  turning  over  in 
his  cot, 4  or  I  rather  shud  say  you'll  not  see/ 

This  was  hardly  the  language  of  a  weak  spirit. 
Mulcahy  shook  under  the  bed-clothes. 

4  Be  easy  with  him/  put  in  Egan  from  the  next 
cot.  'He  has  got  his  chanst  o'  goin'  clean. 
Listen  Mulcahy,  all  we  want  is  for  the  good  sake 
of  the  regiment  that  you  take  your  death  standing 
up,  as  a  man  shud.  There's  be  heaps  an'  heaps  of 
enemy — plenshus  heaps.  Go  there  an'  do  all  you 
can  and  die  decent.  You'll  die  with  a  good  name 
there.  'Tis  not  a  hard  thing  considerin'/ 
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Again  Mulcahy  shivered* 

4  An'  how  could  a  man  wish  to  die  better  than 
fightin'/  added  Dan  consolingly. 

'And  if  I  won't/  said  the  corporal  in  a  dry 
whisper. 

4  There'll  be  a  dale  of  smoke/  returned  Dan, 
sitting  up  and  ticking  off  the  situation  on  his 
fingers,  *  sure  to  be,  an'  the  noise  of  the  firin'  '11 
be  tremenjus,  an'  we'll  be  running  about  up  and 
down,  the  regiment  will.  But  we,  Horse  and  I— 
we'll  stay  by  you,  Mulcahy,  and  never  let  you  go. 
Maybe  there'll  be  an  accident.' 

*  It's  playing  it  low  on  me.  Let  me  go.  For 
pity's  sake  let  me  go.  I  never  did  you  harm,  and 
— and  I  stood  you  as  much  beer  as  I  could.  Oh, 
don't  be  hard  on  me,  Dan !  You  are — you  were 
in  it  too.  You  won't  kill  me  up  there,  will  you  ? ' 

'I'm  not  thinkin'  of  the  treason;  though  you 
shud  be  glad  any  honest  boys  drank  with  you. 
It's  for  the  regiment.  We  can't  have  the  shame 
o'  you  bringin'  shame  on  us.  You  went  to  the 
doctor  quiet  as  a  sick  cat  to  get  and  stay  behind 
an'  live  with  the  women  at  the  depot — you  that 
wanted  us  to  run  to  the  sea  in  wolf 'packs  like  the 
rebels  none  of  your  black  blood  dared  to  be !  But 
we  knew  about  your  goin'  to  the  doctor,  for  he 
told  in  mess,  and  it's  all  over  the  regiment.  Bein', 
as  we  are,  your  best  friends,  we  didn't  allow  any  one 

22 


THE  MUTINY  OF  THE  MAVERICKS 

to  molest  you  yet.  We  will  see  to  you  ourselves. 
Fight  which  you  will — us  or  the  enemy — you'll 
never  lie  in  that  cot  again,  and  there's  more  glory 
and  maybe  less  kicks  from  fightin'  the  enemy. 
That's  fair  speakin'.' 

4  And  he  told  us  by  word  of  mouth  to  go  and 
join  with  the  niggers — you've  forgotten  that,  Dan/ 
said  Horse  Egan,  to  justify  sentence. 

*  What's  the  use  of  plaguin'  the  man.  One 
shot  pays  for  all.  Sleep  ye  sound,  Mulcahy.  But 
you  onderstand,  do  ye  not  ? ' 

Mulcahy  for  some  weeks  understood  very  little 
of  anything  at  all  save  that  ever  at  his  elbow,  in 
camp,  or  at  parade,  stood  two  big  men  with  soft 
voices  adjuring  him  to  commit  hari-kari  lest  a 
worse  thing  should  happen — to  die  for  the  honour 
of  the  regiment  in  decency  among  the  nearest 
knives.  But  Mulcahy  dreaded  death.  He  re* 
membered  certain  things  that  priests  had  said  in 
his  infancy,  and  his  mother — not  the  one  at  New 
York — starting  from  her  sleep  with  shrieks  to  pray 
for  a  husband's  soul  in  torment.  It  is  well  to  be 
of  a  cultured  intelligence,  but  in  time  of  trouble 
the  weak  human  mind  returns  to  the  creed  it 
sucked  in  at  the  breast,  and  if  that  creed  be  not 
a  pretty  one  trouble  follows.  Also,  the  death  he 
would  have  to  face  would  be  physically  pain* 
ful.  Most  conspirators  have  large  imaginations. 
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Mulcahy  could  see  himself,  as  he  lay  on  the  earth 
in  the  night,  dying  by  various  causes*  They  were 
all  horrible ;  the  mother  in  New  York  was  very 
far  away,  and  the  regiment,  the  engine  that,  once 
you  fall  in  its  grip,  moves  you  forward  whether 
you  will  or  won't,  was  daily  coming  closer  to  the 
enemy ! 

»  »  »  »  » 

They  were  brought  to  the  field  of  Marzun* 
Katai,  and  with  the  Black  Boneens  to  aid,  they 
fought  a  fight  that  has  never  been  set  down  in  the 
newspapers.  In  response,  many  believe,  to  the 
fervent  prayers  of  Father  Dennis,  the  enemy  not 
only  elected  to  fight  in  the  open,  but  made  a 
beautiful  fight,  as  many  weeping  Irish  mothers 
knew  later.  They  gathered  behind  walls  or 
flickered  across  the  open  in  shouting  masses,  and 
were  pot-valiant  in  artillery.  It  was  expedient  to 
hold  a  large  reserve  and  wait  for  the  psychological 
moment  that  was  being  prepared  by  the  shrieking 
shrapnel.  Therefore  the  Mavericks  lay  down  in 
open  order  on  the  brow  of  a  hill  to  watch  the  play 
till  their  call  should  come.  Father  Dennis,  whose 
duty  was  in  the  rear,  to  smooth  the  trouble  of  the 
wounded,  had  naturally  managed  to  make  his  way 
to  the  foremost  of  his  boys,  and  lay  like  a  black 
porpoise  at  length  on  the  grass.  To  him  crawled 
Mulcahy,  ashen^gray,  demanding  absolution. 

24 


THE  MUTINY  OF  THE  MAVERICKS 

'Wait  till  you're  shot/  said  Father  Dennis 
sweetly,  4  There's  a  time  for  everything/ 

Dan  Grady  chuckled  as  he  blew  for  the  fiftieth 
time  into  the  breech  of  his  speckless  rifle. 
Mulcahy  groaned  and  buried  his  head  in  his  arms 
till  a  stray  shot  spoke  like  a  snipe  immediately 
above  his  head,  and  a  general  heave  and  tremour 
rippled  the  line.  Other  shots  followed  and  a  few 
took  effect,  as  a  shriek  or  a  grunt  attested.  The 
officers,  who  had  been  lying  down  with  the  men, 
rose  and  began  to  walk  steadily  up  and  down  the 
front  of  their  companies* 

This  manoeuvre,  executed,  not  for  publication, 
but  as  a  guarantee  of  good  faith,  to  soothe  men, 
demands  nerve.  You  must  not  hurry,  you  must 
not  look  nervous,  though  you  know  that  you  are 
a  mark  for  every  rifle  within  extreme  range,  and 
above  all,  if  you  are  smitten  you  must  make  as 
little  noise  as  possible  and  roll  inwards  through 
the  files.  It  is  at  this  hour,  when  the  breeze 
brings  the  first  salt  whiff  of  the  powder  to  noses 
rather  cold  at  the  tip,  and  the  eye  can  quietly 
take  in  the  appearance  of  each  red  casualty,  that 
the  strain  on  the  nerves  is  strongest.  Scotch 
regiments  can  endure  for  half  a  day  and  abate  no 
whit  of  their  zeal  at  the  end ;  English  regiments 
sometimes  sulk  under  punishment,  while  the  Irish, 
like  the  French,  are  apt  to  run  forward  by  ones 
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and  twos,  which  is  just  as  bad  as  running  back* 
The  truly  wise  commandant  of  highly '  strung 
troops  allows  them,  in  seasons  of  waiting,  to  hear 
the  sound  of  their  own  voices  uplifted  in  song. 
There  is  a  legend  of  an  English  regiment  that  lay 
by  its  arms  under  fire  chanting  4  Sam  Hall/  to 
the  horror  of  its  newly  appointed  and  pious  colonel. 
The  Black  Boneens,  who  were  suffering  more  than 
the  Mavericks,  on  a  hill  half  a  mile  away,  began 
presently  to  explain  to  all  who  cared  to  listen — 

We'll  sound  the  jubilee,  from  the  centre  to  the  sea, 
And  Ireland  shall  be  free,  says  the  Shan-van  Vogh. 

4  Sing,  boys/  said  Father  Dennis  softly.  4  It 
looks  as  if  we  cared  for  their  Afghan  peas/ 

Dan  Grady  raised  himself  to  his  knees  and 
opened  his  mouth  in  a  song  imparted  to  him,  as  to 
most  of  his  comrades,  in  the  strictest  confidence  by 
Mulcahy — that  Mulcahy  then  lying  limp  and  f aintx 
ing  on  the  grass,  the  chill  fear  of  death  upon  him. 

Company  after  company  caught  up  the  words 
which,  the  I.A.A.  say,  are  to  herald  the  general 
rising  of  Erin,  and  to  breathe  which,  except  to 
those  duly  appointed  to  hear,  is  death.  Wherefore 
they  are  printed  in  this  place. 

The  Saxon  in  Heaven's  just  balance  is  weighed, 
His  doom  like  Belshazzar's  in  death  has  been  cast, 

And  the  hand  of  the  venger  shall  never  be  stayed 

Till  his  race,  faith,  and  speech  are  a  dream  of  the  past. 
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They  were  heart>filling  lines  and  they  ran  with 
a  swirl ;  the  I.A.A.  are  better  served  by  their  pens 
than  their  petards.  Dan  clapped  Mulcahy  merrily 
on  the  back,  asking  him  to  sing  up.  The  officers 
lay  down  again.  There  was  no  need  to  walk  any 
more.  Their  men  were  soothing  themselves 
thunderously,  thus — 

St.  Mary  in  Heaven  has  written  the  vow 

That  the  land  shall  not  rest  till  the  heretic  blood, 

From  the  babe  at  the  breast  to  the  hand  at  the  plough 
Has  rolled  to  the  ocean  like  Shannon  in  flood  I 

Til  speak  to  you  after  all's  over/  said  Father 
Dennis  authoritatively  in  Dan's  ear.  4  What's  the 
use  of  confessing  to  me  when  you  do  this  foolish' 
ness  ?  Dan,  you've  been  playing  with  fire !  Pll 
lay  you  more  penance  in  a  week  than — 

4  Come  along  to  Purgatory  with  us,  Father  dear. 
The  Boneens  are  on  the  move ;  they'll  let  us  go 
now!' 

The  regiment  rose  to  the  blast  of  the  bugle  as 
one  man ;  but  one  man  there  was  who  rose  more 
swiftly  than  all  the  others,  for  half  an  inch  of 
bayonet  was  in  the  fleshy  part  of  his  leg. 

4  You've  got  to  do  it/  said  Dan  grimly.  4  Do 
it  decent,  anyhow';  and  the  roar  of  the  rush 
drowned  his  words,  for  the  rear  companies  thrust 
forward  the  first,  still  singing  as  they  swung  down 
the  slope— 
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From  the  child  at  the  breast  to  the  hand  at  the  plough 
Shall  roll  to  the  ocean  like  Shannon  in  flood  1 

They  should  have  sung  it  in  the  face  of  England, 
not  of  the  Afghans,  whom  it  impressed  as  much  as 
did  the  wild  Irish  yell. 

4  They  came  down  singing/  said  the  unofficial 
report  of  the  enemy,  borne  from  village  to  village 
the  next  day.  'They  continued  to  sing,  and  it 
was  written  that  our  men  could  not  abide  when 
they  came.  It  is  believed  that  there  was  magic  in 
the  aforesaid  song/ 

Dan  and  Horse  Egan  kept  themselves  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Mulcahy.  Twice  the  man  would 
have  bolted  back  in  the  confusion.  Twice  he  was 
heaved,  kicked,  and  shouldered  back  again  into  the 
unpaintable  inferno  of  a  hotly  contested  charge. 

At  the  end,  the  panic  excess  of  his  fear  drove 
him  into  madness  beyond  all  human  courage.  His 
eyes  staring  at  nothing,  his  mouth  open  and  froth' 
ing,  and  breathing  as  one  in  a  cold  bath,  he  went 
forward  demented,  while  Dan  toiled  after  him. 
The  charge  checked  at  a  high  mud  wall.  It  was 
Mulcahy  who  scrambled  up  tooth  and  nail  and 
hurled  down  among  the  bayonets  the  amazed 
Afghan  who  barred  his  way.  It  was  Mulcahy, 
keeping  to  the  straight  line  of  the  rabid  dog,  who 
led  a  collection  of  ardent  souls  at  a  newly  unmasked 
battery,  and  flung  himself  on  the  muzzle  of  a  gun 
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as  his  companions  danced  among  the  gunners*  It 
was  Mulcahy  who  ran  wildly  on  from  that  battery 
into  the  open  plain,  where  the  enemy  were  retiring 
in  sullen  groups*  His  hands  were  empty,  he  had 
lost  helmet  and  belt,  and  he  was  bleeding  from  a 
wound  in  the  neck.  Dan  and  Horse  Egan,  panting 
and  distressed,  had  thrown  themselves  down  on  the 
ground  by  the  captured  guns,  when  they  noticed 
Mulcahy's  charge. 

4  Mad/  said  Horse  Egan  critically.  4  Mad  with 
fear !  He's  going  straight  to  his  death,  an'  shout' 
ing's  no  use/ 

4  Let  him  go.  Watch  now  I  If  we  fire  we'll  hit 
him  maybe/ 

The  last  of  a  hurrying  crowd  of  Afghans  turned 
at  the  noise  of  shod  feet  behind  him.  and  shifted 
his  knife  ready  to  hand.  This,  he  saw,  was  no 
time  to  take  prisoners.  Mulcahy  tore  on,  sobbing ; 
the  straight "  held  blade  went  home  through  the 
defenceless  breast,  and  the  body  pitched  forward 
almost  before  a  shot  from  Dan's  rifle  brought 
down  the  slayer  and  still  further  hurried  the  Afghan 
retreat.  The  two  Irishmen  went  out  to  bring  in 
their  dead. 

*  He  was  given  the  point  and  that  was  an  easy 
death/  said  Horse  Egan,  viewing  the  corpse.  *  But 
would  you  ha'  shot  him,  Danny,  if  he  had  lived?' 

'He  didn't  live,  so  there's  no  sayin'.    But  I 
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doubt  I  wud  have  bekase  of  the  fun  he  gave  us — 
let  alone  the  beer.  Hike  up  his  legs,  Horse,  and 
well  bring  him  in.  Perhaps  'tis  better  this  way/ 

They  bore  the  poor  limp  body  to  the  mass  of 
the  regiment,  lolling  open-mouthed  on  their  rifles ; 
and  there  was  a  general  snigger  when  one  of  the 
younger  subalterns  said, 4  That  was  a  good  man ! ' 

*  Phew/  said  Horse  Egan,  when  a  burial-party 
had  taken  over  the  burden.  4  I'm  powerful  dhry, 
and  this  reminds  me  there'll  be  no  more  beer 
at  all/ 

4  Fwhy  not  ? '  said  Dan,  with  a  twinkle  in  his 
eye  as  he  stretched  himself  for  rest.  '  Are  we  not 
conspirin'  all  we  can,  an'  while  we  conspire  are  we 
not  entitled  to  free  dhrinks  ?  Sure  his  ould  mother 
in  New  York  would  not  let  her  son's  comrades 
perish  of  drouth — if  she  can  be  reached  at  the  end 
of  a  letter/ 

4  You're  a  janius/  said  Horse  Egan.  *  O'  coorse 
she  will  not.  I  wish  this  crool  war  was  over,  an' 
we'd  get  back  to  canteen.  Faith,  the  Commander- 
in-chief  ought  to  be  hanged  in  his  own  little  sword- 
belt  for  makin'  us  work  on  wather/ 

The  Mavericks  were  generally  of  Horse  Egan's 
opinion.  So  they  made  haste  to  get  their  work 
done  as  soon  as  possible,  and  their  industry  was 
rewarded  by  unexpected  peace.  4  We  can  fight  the 
sons  of  Adam/  said  the  tribesmen, 4  but  we  cannot 
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fight  the  sons  of  Eblis,  and  this  regiment  never 
stays  still  in  one  place.  Let  us  therefore  come  in/ 
They  came  in  and  'this  regiment'  withdrew  to 
conspire  under  the  leadership  of  Dan  Grady. 

Excellent  as  a  subordinate  Dan  failed  altogether 
as  a  chief-in-command — possibly  because  he  was 
too  much  swayed  by  the  advice  of  the  only  man 
in  the  regiment  who  could  manufacture  more  than 
one  kind  of  handwriting.  The  same  mail  that 
bore  to  Mulcahy's  mother  in  New  York  a  letter 
from  the  colonel,  telling  her  how  valiantly  her  son 
had  fought  for  the  Queen,  and  how  assuredly  he 
would  have  been  recommended  for  the  Victoria 
Cross  had  he  survived,  carried  a  communication 
signed,  I  grieve  to  say,  by  that  same  colonel  and 
all  the  officers  of  the  regiment,  explaining  their 
willingness  to  do  4  anything  which  is  contrary  to 
the  regulations  and  all  kinds  of  revolutions'  if 
only  a  little  money  could  be  forwarded  to  cover 
incidental  expenses.  Daniel  Grady,  Esquire,  would 
receive  funds,  vice  Mulcahy,  who  4  was  unwell  at 
this  present  time  of  writing/ 

Both  letters  were  forwarded  from  New  York  to 
Tehama  Street,  San  Francisco,  with  marginal  com- 
ments as  brief  as  they  were  bitter.  The  Third 
Three  read  and  looked  at  each  other.  Then  the 
Second  Conspirator — he  who  believed  in  '  joining 
hands  with  the  practical  branches' — began  to 
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laugh,  and  on  recovering  his  gravity  said, 4  Gentle^ 
men,  I  consider  this  will  be  a  lesson  to  us*  We're 
left  again.  Those  cursed  Irish  have  let  us  down. 
I  knew  they  would,  but ' — here  he  laughed  afresh 
— '  Fd  give  considerable  to  know  what  was  at  the 
back  of  it  all/ 

His  curiosity  would  have  been  satisfied  had  he 
seen  Dan  Grady,  discredited  regimental  conspirator, 
trying  to  explain  to  his  thirsty  comrades  in  India 
the  non^arrival  of  funds  from  New  York. 
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Your  Gods  and  my  Gods — do  you  or  I  know  which  are  the 
stronger  ? — Native  Proverb. 

EAST  of  Suez,  some  hold,  the  direct  control 
of  Providence  ceases;  Man  being  there 
handed  over  to  the  power  of  the  Gods  and 
Devils  of  Asia,  and  the  Church  of  England  Provi^ 
dence  only  exercising  an  occasional  and  modified 
supervision  in  the  case  of  Englishmen. 

This  theory  accounts  for  some  of  the  more 
unnecessary  horrors  of  life  in  India:  it  may  be 
stretched  to  explain  my  story. 

My  friend  Strickland  of  the  Police,  who  knows 
as  much  of  natives  of  India  as  is  good  for  any  man, 
can  bear  witness  to  the  facts  of  the  case.  Dumoise, 
our  doctor,  also  saw  what  Strickland  and  I  saw. 
The  inference  which  he  drew  from  the  evidence 
was  entirely  incorrect.  He  is  dead  now ;  he  died 
in  a  rather  curious  manner,  which  has  been  else* 
where  described. 
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When  Fleetc  came  to  India  he  owned  a  little 
money  and  some  land  in  the  Himalayas,  near  a 
place  called  Dharmsala.  Both  properties  had  been 
left  him  by  an  uncle,  and  he  came  out  to  finance 
them.  He  was  a  big,  heavy,  genial,  and  inoffensive 
man.  His  knowledge  of  natives  was,  of  course, 
limited,  and  he  complained  of  the  difficulties  of  the 
language. 

He  rode  in  from  his  place  in  the  hills  to  spend 
New  Year  in  the  station,  and  he  stayed  with 
Strickland.  On  New  Year's  Eve  there  was  a  big 
dinner  at  the  club,  and  the  night  was  excusably 
wet.  When  men  foregather  from  the  uttermost 
ends  of  the  Empire  they  have  a  right  to  be  riotous. 
The  Frontier  had  sent  down  a  contingent  o'  Catch* 
'em*Alive*O's  who  had  not  seen  twenty  white  faces 
for  a  year,  and  were  used  to  ride  fifteen  miles  to 
dinner  at  the  next  Fort  at  the  risk  of  a  Khyberee 
bullet  where  their  drinks  should  lie.  They  pro* 
fited  by  their  new  security,  for  they  tried  to  play 
pool  with  a  curled* up  hedgehog  found  in  the 
garden,  and  one  of  them  carried  the  marker  round 
the  room  in  his  teeth.  Half  a  dozen  planters  had 
come  in  from  the  south  and  were  talking  *  horse ' 
to  the  Biggest  Liar  in  Asia,  who  was  trying  to 
cap  all  their  stories  at  once.  Everybody  was 
there,  and  there  was  a  general  closing  up  of  ranks 
and  taking  stock  of  our  losses  in  dead  or  disabled 
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that  had  fallen  during  the  past  year.  It  was  a 
very  wet  night,  and  I  remember  that  we  sang 
'Auld  Lang  Syne'  with  our  feet  in  the  Polo 
Championship  Cup,  and  our  heads  among  the 
stars,  and  swore  that  we  were  all  dear  friends. 
Then  some  of  us  went  away  and  annexed  Burma, 
and  some  tried  to  open  up  the  Soudan  and  were 
opened  up  by  Fuzzies  in  that  cruel  scrub  outside 
Suakim,  and  some  found  stars  and  medals,  and 
some  were  married,  which  was  bad,  and  some  did 
other  things  which  were  worse,  and  the  others  of 
us  stayed  in  our  chains  and  strove  to  make  money 
on  insufficient  experiences. 

Fleete  began  the  night  with  sherry  and  bitters, 
drank  champagne  steadily  up  to  dessert,  then  raw, 
rasping  Capri  with  all  the  strength  of  whisky,  took 
Benedictine  with  his  coffee,  four  or  five  whiskies 
and  sodas  to  improve  his  pool  strokes,  beer  and 
bones  at  half  -  past  two,  winding  up  with  old 
brandy.  Consequently,  when  he  came  out,  at 
half  *  past  three  in  the  morning,  into  fourteen 
degrees  of  frost,  he  was  very  angry  with  his  horse 
for  coughing,  and  tried  to  leapfrog  into  the  saddle. 
The  horse  broke  away  and  went  to  his  stables ;  so 
Strickland  and  I  formed  a  Guard  of  Dishonour  to 
take  Fleete  home. 

Our  road  lay  through  the  bazaar,  close  to  a 
little  temple  of  Hanuman,  the  Monkey  'god,  who 
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is  a  leading  divinity  worthy  of  respect.  All  gods 
have  good  points,  just  as  have  all  priests.  Person^ 
ally,  I  attach  much  importance  to  Hanuman,  and 
am  kind  to  his  people — the  great  gray  apes  of  the 
hills.  One  never  knows  when  one  may  want  a 
friend. 

There  was  a  light  in  the  temple,  and  as  we 
passed  we  could  hear  voices  of  men  chanting 
hymns.  In  a  native  temple  the  priests  rise  at  all 
hours  of  the  night  to  do  honour  to  their  god. 
Before  we  could  stop  him,  Fleete  dashed  up  the 
steps,  patted  two  priests  on  the  back,  and  was 
gravely  grinding  the  ashes  of  his  cigar^butt  in  to 
the  forehead  of  the  red  stone  image  of  Hanuman. 
Strickland  tried  to  drag  him  out,  but  he  sat  down 
and  said  solemnly : 

*  Shee  that  ?  'Mark  of  the  B— beasht !  /  made 
it.  Ishn't  it  fine  ? ' 

In  half  a  minute  the  temple  was  alive  and  noisy, 
and  Strickland,  who  knew  what  came  of  polluting 
gods,  said  that  things  might  occur.  He,  by  virtue 
of  his  official  position,  long  residence  in  the  country, 
and  weakness  for  going  among  the  natives,  was 
known  to  the  priests  and  he  felt  unhappy.  Fleete 
sat  on  the  ground  and  refused  to  move.  He  said 
that  'good  old  Hanuman'  made  a  very  soft 
pillow. 

Then,  without  any  warning,  a  Silver  Man  came 
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out  of  a  recess  behind  the  image  of  the  god.  He 
was  perfectly  naked  in  that  bitter,  bitter  cold,  and 
his  body  shone  like  frosted  silver,  for  he  was  what 
the  Bible  calls  4  a  leper  as  white  as  snow/  Also  he 
had  no  face,  because  he  was  a  leper  of  some  years' 
standing,  and  his  disease  was  heavy  upon  him. 
We  two  stooped  to  haul  Fleete  up,  and  the  temple 
was  filling  and  filling  with  folk  who  seemed  to 
spring  from  the  earth,  when  the  Silver  Man  ran 
in  under  our  arms,  making  a  noise  exactly  like  the 
mewing  of  an  otter,  caught  Fleete  round  the  body 
and  dropped  his  head  on  Fleete's  breast  before  we 
could  wrench  him  away.  Then  he  retired  to  a 
corner  and  sat  mewing  while  the  crowd  blocked 
all  the  doors. 

The  priests  were  very  angry  until  the  Silver 
Man  touched  Fleete.  That  nuzzling  seemed  to 
sober  them. 

At  the  end  of  a  few  minutes'  silence  one  of  the 
priests  came  to  Strickland  and  said,  in  perfect 
English,  'Take  your  friend  away.  He  has  done 
with  Hanuman  but  Hanuman  has  not  done  with 
him/  The  crowd  gave  room  and  we  carried 
Fleete  into  the  road. 

Strickland  was  very  angry.  He  said  that  we 
might  all  three  have  been  knifed,  and  that  Fleete 
should  thank  his  stars  that  he  had  escaped  without 
injury. 
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Fleete  thanked  no  one*  He  said  that  he  wanted 
to  go  to  bed*  He  was  gorgeously  drunk, 

We  moved  on,  Strickland  silent  and  wrathful, 
until  Fleete  was  taken  with  violent  shivering  fits 
and  sweating.  He  said  that  the  smells  of  the 
bazaar  were  overpowering,  and  he  wondered  why 
slaughterhouses  were  permitted  so  near  English 
residences.  4 Can't  you  smell  the  blood?'  said 
Fleete. 

We  put  him  to  bed  at  last,  just  as  the  dawn 
was  breaking,  and  Strickland  invited  me  to  have 
another  whisky  and  soda.  While  we  were  drink^ 
ing  he  talked  of  the  trouble  in  the  temple,  and 
admitted  that  it  baffled  him  completely.  Strickland 
hates  being  mystified  by  natives,  because  his 
business  in  life  is  to  overmatch  them  with  their 
own  weapons.  He  has  not  yet  succeeded  in  doing 
this,  but  in  fifteen  or  twenty  years  he  will  have 
made  some  small  progress. 

4  They  should  have  mauled  us/  he  said, 4  instead 
of  mewing  at  us.  I  wonder  what  they  meant.  I 
don't  like  it  one  little  bit.' 

I  said  that  the  Managing  Committee  of  the 
temple  would  in  all  probability  bring  a  criminal 
action  against  us  for  insulting  their  religion. 
There  was  a  section  of  the  Indian  Penal  Code 
which  exactly  met  Fleete's  offence.  Strickland 
said  he  only  hoped  and  prayed  that  they  would  do 
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this*  Before  I  left  I  looked  into  Fleete's  room, 
and  saw  him  lying  on  his  right  side,  scratching  his 
left  breast.  Then  I  went  to  bed  cold,  depressed, 
and  unhappy,  at  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

At  one  o'clock  I  rode  over  to  Strickland's 
house  to  inquire  after  Fleete's  head.  I  imagined 
that  it  would  be  a  sore  one.  Fleete  was  breakfast- 
ing and  seemed  unwell.  His  temper  was  gone, 
for  he  was  abusing  the  cook  for  not  supplying  him 
with  an  underdone  chop.  A  man  who  can  eat 
raw  meat  after  a  wet  night  is  a  curiosity.  I  told 
Fleete  this  and  he  laughed. 

'You  breed  queer  mosquitoes  in  these  parts/ 
he  said.  *  I've  been  bitten  to  pieces,  but  only  in 
one  place.' 

*  Let's  have  a  look  at  the  bite,'  said  Strickland. 
*  It  may  have  gone  down  this  morning.' 

While  the  chops  were  being  cooked,  Fleete 
opened  his  shirt  and  showed  us,  just  over  his  left 
breast,  a  mark,  the  perfect  double  of  the  black 
rosettes — the  five  or  six  irregular  blotches  arranged 
in  a  circle — on  a  leopard's  hide.  Strickland  looked 
and  said,  'It  was  only  pink  this  morning.  It's 
grown  black  now.' 

Fleete  ran  to  a  glass. 

'By  Jove!'  he  said,  'this  is  nasty.  What  is 
it?' 

We  could  not  answer.    Here  the  chops  came 
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in,  all  red  and  juicy,  and  Fleete  bolted  three  in  a 
most  offensive  manner.  He  ate  on  his  right 
grinders  only,  and  threw  his  head  over  his  right 
shoulder  as  he  snapped  the  meat.  When  he  had 
finished,  it  struck  him  that  he  had  been  behaving 
strangely,  for  he  said  apologetically, 4 1  don't  think 
I  ever  felt  so  hungry  in  my  life.  I've  bolted  like 
an  ostrich/ 

After  breakfast  Strickland  said  to  me,  '  Don't 
go.  Stay  here,  and  stay  for  the  night.' 

Seeing  that  my  house  was  not  three  miles  from 
Strickland's,  this  request  was  absurd.  But  Strickx 
land  insisted,  and  was  going  to  say  something, 
when  Fleete  interrupted  by  declaring  in  a  shame^ 
faced  way  that  he  felt  hungry  again.  Strickland 
sent  a  man  to  my  house  to  fetch  over  my  bedding 
and  a  horse,  and  we  three  went  down  to  Strickland's 
stables  to  pass  the  hours  until  it  was  time  to  go 
out  for  a  ride.  The  man  who  has  a  weakness  for 
horses  never  wearies  of  inspecting  them;  and 
when  two  men  are  killing  time  in  this  way  they 
gather  knowledge  and  lies  the  one  from  the  other. 

There  were  five  horses  in  the  stables,  and  I 
shall  never  forget  the  scene  as  we  tried  to  look 
them  over.  They  seemed  to  have  gone  mad. 
They  reared  and  screamed  and  nearly  tore  up  their 
pickets ;  they  sweated  and  shivered  and  lathered 
and  were  distraught  with  fear*  Strickland's  horses 
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used  to  know  him  as  well  as  his  dogs;  which 
made  the  matter  more  curious.  We  left  the  stable 
for  fear  of  the  brutes  throwing  themselves  in  their 
panic.  Then  Strickland  turned  back  and  called 
me.  The  horses  were  still  frightened,  but  they 
let  us  4  gentle '  and  make  much  of  them,  and  put 
their  heads  in  our  bosoms. 

'They  aren't  afraid  of  us,9  said  Strickland, 
4  D'  you  know,  I'd  give  three  months'  pay  if  Out* 
rage  here  could  talk.' 

But  Outrage  was  dumb,  and  could  only  cuddle 
up  to  his  master  and  blow  out  his  nostrils,  as  is 
the  custom  of  horses  when  they  wish  to  explain 
things  but  can't.  Fleete  came  up  when  we  were 
in  the  stalls,  and  as  soon  as  the  horses  saw  him, 
their  fright  broke  out  afresh.  It  was  all  that  we 
could  do  to  escape  from  the  place  unkicked. 
Strickland  said,  'They  don't  seem  to  love  you, 
Fleete,' 

4  Nonsense,'  said  Fleete ;  4  my  mare  will  follow 
me  like  a  dog.'  He  went  to  her;  she  was  in  a 
loose^box ;  but  as  he  slipped  the  bars  she  plunged, 
knocked  him  down,  and  broke  away  into  the 
garden.  I  laughed,  but  Strickland  was  not  amused, 
He  took  his  moustache  in  both  fists  and  pulled  at 
it  till  it  nearly  came  out.  Fleete,  instead  of  going 
off  to  chase  his  property,  yawned,  saying  that  he 
felt  sleepy.  He  went  to  the  house  to  lie  down, 
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which  was  a  foolish  way  of  spending  New  Year's 
Day, 

Strickland  sat  with  me  in  the  stables  and  asked 
if  I  had  noticed  anything  peculiar  in  Fleete's 
manner.  I  said  that  he  ate  his  food  like  a  beast  j 
but  that  this  might  have  been  the  result  of  living 
alone  in  the  hills  out  of  the  reach  of  society  as 
refined  and  elevating  as  ours  for  instance.  Strick- 
land was  not  amused.  I  do  not  think  that  he 
listened  to  me,  for  his  next  sentence  referred  to  the 
mark  on  Fleete's  breast,  and  I  said  that  it  might 
have  been  caused  by  blister-flies,  or  that  it  was 
possibly  a  birth-mark  newly  born  and  now  visible 
for  the  first  time.  We  both  agreed  that  it  was 
unpleasant  to  look  at,  and  Strickland  found 
occasion  to  say  that  I  was  a  fool. 

'I  can't  tell  you  what  I  think  now/  said  he, 
4  because  you  would  call  me  a  madman ;  but  you 
must  stay  with  me  for  the  next  few  days,  if  you 
can.  I  want  you  to  watch  Fleete,  but  don't  tell 
me  what  you  think  till  I  have  made  up  my 
mind.' 

4  But  I  am  dining  out  to-night,'  I  said. 

4  So  am  I/  said  Strickland,  4  and  so  is  Fleete. 
At  least  if  he  doesn't  change  his  mind.' 

We  walked  about  the  garden  smoking,  but 
saying  nothing — because  we  were  friends,  and 
talking  spoils  good  tobacco — till  our  pipes  were 
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out  Then  we  went  to  wake  up  Fleete.  He  was 
wide  awake  and  fidgeting  about  his  room, 

4 1  say,  I  want  some  more  chops/  he  said.  4  Can 
I  get  them  ? ' 

We  laughed  and  said,  'Go  and  change.  The 
ponies  will  be  round  in  a  minute/ 

'All  right/  said  Fleete*  Til  go  when  I  get 
the  chops — underdone  ones,  mind/ 

He  seemed  to  be  quite  in  earnest.  It  was  four 
o'clock,  and  we  had  had  breakfast  at  one ;  still,  for 
a  long  time,  he  demanded  those  underdone  chops. 
Then  he  changed  into  riding  clothes  and  went  out 
into  the  veranda.  His  pony — the  mare  had  not 
been  caught — would  not  let  him  come  near.  All 
three  horses  were  unmanageable — mad  with  fear — 
and  finally  Fleete  said  that  he  would  stay  at  home 
and  get  something  to  eat.  Strickland  and  I  rode 
out  wondering.  As  we  passed  the  temple  of 
Hanuman  the  Silver  Man  came  out  and  mewed 
at  us. 

'He  is  not  one  of  the  regular  priests  of  the 
temple/  said  Strickland.  'I  think  I  should 
peculiarly  like  to  lay  my  hands  on  him/ 

There  was  no  spring  in  our  gallop  on  the  race^ 
course  that  evening.  The  horses  were  stale,  and 
moved  as  though  they  had  been  ridden  out. 

4  The  fright  after  breakfast  has  been  too  much 
for  them/  said  Strickland. 
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That  was  the  only  remark  he  made  through  the 
remainder  of  the  ride.  Once  or  twice,  I  think,  he 
swore  to  himself ;  but  that  did  not  count* 

We  came  back  in  the  dark  at  seven  o'clock, 
and  saw  that  there  were  no  lights  in  the  bungalow. 
4  Careless  ruffians  my  servants  are  1 '  said  Strickland. 

My  horse  reared  at  something  on  the  carriage 
drive,  and  Fleete  stood  up  under  its  nose. 

'What  are  you  doing,  grovelling  about  the 
garden  ? '  said  Strickland. 

But  both  horses  bolted  and  nearly  threw  us. 
We  dismounted  by  the  stables  and  returned  to 
Fleete,  who  was  on  his  hands  and  knees  under  the 
orange*bushes. 

'What  the  devil's  wrong  with  you?'  said 
Strickland* 

'Nothing,  nothing  in  the  world,'  said  Fleete, 
speaking  very  quickly  and  thickly*  'I've  been 
gardening — botanising,  you  know*  The  smell  of 
the  earth  is  delightful.  I  think  I'm  going  for  a 
walk — a  long  walk — all  night.' 

Then  I  saw  that  there  was  something  excessively 
out  of  order  somewhere,  and  I  said  to  Strickland, 
'  I  am  not  dining  out/ 

'Bless  you!'  said  Strickland.  'Here,  Fleete, 
get  up.  You'll  catch  fever  there.  Come  in  to 
dinner  and  let's  have  the  lamps  lit.  We'll  all  dine 
at  home.' 
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Fleete  stood  up  unwillingly,  and  said,  'No 
lamps — no  lamps.  It's  much  nicer  here.  Let's 
dine  outside  and  have  some  more  chops — lots  of 
'em  and  underdone — bloody  ones  with  gristle/ 

Now  a  December  evening  in  Northern  India  is 
bitterly  cold,  and  Fleete's  suggestion  was  that  of  a 
maniac, 

'Come  in/  said  Strickland  sternly,    'Come  in 


at  once/ 


Fleete  came,  and  when  the  lamps  were  brought, 
we  saw  that  he  was  literally  plastered  with  dirt  from 
head  to  foot.  He  must  have  been  rolling  in  the 
garden.  He  shrank  from  the  light  and  went  to  his 
room.  His  eyes  were  horrible  to  look  at.  There 
was  a  green  light  behind  them,  not  in  them,  if  you 
understand,  and  the  man's  lower  lip  hung  down. 

Strickland  said,  4  There  is  going  to  be  trouble- 
big  trouble — to-night.  Don't  you  change  your 
riding'things/ 

We  waited  and  waited  for  Fleete's  reappearance, 
and  ordered  dinner  in  the  meantime.  We  could 
hear  him  moving  about  his  own  room,  but  there 
was  no  light  there.  Presently  from  the  room  came 
the  long-drawn  howl  of  a  wolf. 

People  write  and  talk  lightly  of  blood  running 
cold  and  hair  standing  up,  and  things  of  that  kind. 
Both  sensations  are  too  horrible  to  be  trifled  with. 
My  heart  stopped  as  though  a  knife  had  been 
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driven  through  it,  and  Strickland  turned  as  white 
as  the  tablecloth* 

The  howl  was  repeated,  and  was  answered  by 
another  howl  far  across  the  fields. 

That  set  the  gilded  roof  on  the  horror*  Strick" 
land  dashed  into  Fleete's  room,  I  followed,  and 
we  saw  Fleete  getting  out  of  the  window.  He 
made  beast^noises  in  the  back  of  his  throat.  He 
could  not  answer  us  when  we  shouted  at  him. 
He  spat. 

I  don't  quite  remember  what  followed,  but  I 
think  that  Strickland  must  have  stunned  him  with 
the  long  boot  "jack,  or  else  I  should  never  have 
been  able  to  sit  on  his  chest.  Fleete  could  not 
speak,  he  could  only  snarl,  and  his  snarls  were 
those  of  a  wolf,  not  of  a  man.  The  human  spirit 
must  have  been  giving  way  all  day  and  have  died 
out  with  the  twilight.  We  were  dealing  with  a 
beast  that  had  once  been  Fleete. 

The  affair  was  beyond  any  human  and  rational 
experience.  I  tried  to  say  4  Hydrophobia/  but  the 
word  wouldn't  come,  because  I  knew  that  I  was 
lying. 

We  bound  this  beast  with  leather  thongs  of 
the  punkah-rope,  and  tied  its  thumbs  and  big  toes 
together,  and  gagged  it  with  a  shoe-horn,  which 
makes  a  very  efficient  gag  if  you  know  how  to 
arrange  it.  Then  we  carried  it  into  the  dining" 
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room,  and  sent  a  man  to  Dumoise,  the  doctor, 
telling  him  to  come  over  at  once*  After  we  had 
despatched  the  messenger  and  were  drawing  breath. 
Strickland  said.  'It's  no  good.  This  isn't  any 
doctor's  work/  I,  also,  knew  that  he  spoke  the 
truth. 

The  beast's  head  was  free,  and  it  threw  it 
about  from  side  to  side.  Any  one  entering  the 
room  would  have  believed  that  we  were  curing 
a  wolf's  pelt.  That  was  the  most  loathsome 
accessory  of  all. 

Strickland  sat  with  his  chin  in  the  heel  of  his 
fist,  watching  the  beast  as  it  wriggled  on  the 
ground,  but  saying  nothing.  The  shirt  had 
been  torn  open  in  the  scuffle  and  showed  the  black 
rosette  mark  on  the  left  breast.  It  stood  out  like 
a  blister. 

In  the  silence  of  the  watching  we  heard  some- 
thing  without  mewing  like  a  she^otter.  We  both 
rose  to  our  feet,  and,  I  answer  for  myself,  not 
Strickland,  felt  sick — actually  and  physically  sick. 
We  told  each  other,  as  did  the  men  in  Pinafore, 
that  it  was  the  cat. 

Dumoise  arrived,  and  I  never  saw  a  little  man 
so  unprofessionally  shocked.  He  said  that  it  was 
a  heart-rending  case  of  hydrophobia,  and  that 
nothing  could  be  done.  At  least  any  palliative 
measures  would  only  prolong  the  agony.  The 
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beast  was  foaming  at  the  mouth*  Fleete.  as  we 
told  Dumoise.  had  been  bitten  by  dogs  once  or 
twice.  Any  man  who  keeps  half  a  dozen  terriers 
must  expect  a  nip  now  and  again.  Dumoise  could 
offer  no  help*  He  could  only  certify  that  Fleete 
was  dying  of  hydrophobia.  The  beast  was  then 
howling,  for  it  had  managed  to  spit  out  the  shoe*- 
horn.  Dumoise  said  that  he  would  be  ready  to 
certify  to  the  cause  of  death,  and  that  the  end  was 
certain.  He  was  a  good  little  man.  and  he  offered 
to  remain  with  us ;  but  Strickland  refused  the 
kindness.  He  did  not  wish  to  poison  Dumoise's 
New  Year.  He  would  only  ask  him  not  to  give 
the  real  cause  of  Fleete's  death  to  the  public. 

So  Dumoise  left,  deeply  agitated ;  and  as  soon 
as  the  noise  of  the  cart-wheels  had  died  away. 
Strickland  told  me.  in  a  whisper,  his  suspicions. 
They  were  so  wildly  improbable  that  he  dared  not 
say  them  out  aloud;  and  I.  who  entertained  all 
Strickland's  beliefs,  was  so  ashamed  of  owning  to 
them  that  I  pretended  to  disbelieve. 

4  Even  if  the  Silver  Man  had  bewitched  Fleete 
for  polluting  the  image  of  Hanuman.  the  punish^ 
ment  could  not  have  fallen  so  quickly/ 

As  I  was  whispering  this  the  cry  outside  the 
house  rose  again,  and  the  beast  fell  into  a  fresh 
paroxysm  of  struggling  till  we  were  afraid  that  the 
thongs  that  held  it  would  give  way. 
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'Watch!'  said  Strickland.  'If  this  happens 
six  times  I  shall  take  the  law  into  my  own  hands. 
I  order  you  to  help  me/ 

He  went  into  his  room  and  came  out  in  a  few 
minutes  with  the  barrels  of  an  old  shot-gun,  a 
piece  of  fishing  *line,  some  thick  cord,  and  his 
heavy  wooden  bedstead.  I  reported  that  the  con^ 
vulsions  had  followed  the  cry  by  two  seconds  in 
each  case,  and  the  beast  seemed  perceptibly 
weaker. 

Strickland  muttered,  'But  he  can't  take  away 
the  life !  He  can't  take  away  the  life  I ' 

I  said,  though  I  knew  that  I  was  arguing 
against  myself, '  It  may  be  a  cat.  It  must  be  a 
cat.  If  the  Silver  Man  is  responsible,  why  does 
he  dare  to  come  here  ? ' 

Strickland  arranged  the  wood  on  the  hearth, 
put  the  gun^barrels  into  the  glow  of  the  fire, 
spread  the  twine  on  the  table,  and  broke  a  walking 
stick  in  two.  There  was  one  yard  of  fishing  line, 
gut  lapped  with  wire,  such  as  is  used  for  mahseer^ 
fishing,  and  he  tied  the  two  ends  together  in  a  loop. 

Then  he  said,  'How  can  we  catch  him?  He 
must  be  taken  alive  and  unhurt/ 

I  said  that  we  must  trust  in  Providence,  and  go 
out  softly  with  polo-sticks  into  the  shrubbery  at 
the  front  of  the  house.  The  man  or  animal  that 
made  the  cry  was  evidently  moving  round  the 
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house  as  regularly  as  a  night-watchman.  We 
could  wait  in  the  bushes  till  he  came  by  and  knock 
him  over. 

Strickland  accepted  this  suggestion,  and  we 
slipped  out  from  a  bath-room  window  into  the 
front  veranda  and  then  across  the  carriage  drive 
into  the  bushes. 

In  the  moonlight  we  could  see  the  leper  coming 
round  the  corner  of  the  house.  He  was  perfectly 
naked,  and  from  time  to  time  he  mewed  and 
stopped  to  dance  with  his  shadow.  It  was  an 
unattractive  sight,  and  thinking  of  poor  Fleete, 
brought  to  such  degradation  by  so  foul  a  creature, 
I  put  away  all  my  doubts  and  resolved  to  help 
Strickland  from  the  heated  gun-barrels  to  the  loop 
of  twine — from  the  loins  to  the  head  and  back 
again — with  all  tortures  that  might  be  needful. 

The  leper  halted  in  the  front  porch  for  a 
moment  and  we  jumped  out  on  him  with  the 
sticks.  He  was  wonderfully  strong,  and  we  were 
afraid  that  he  might  escape  or  be  fatally  injured 
before  we  caught  him.  We  had  an  idea  that 
lepers  were  frail  creatures,  but  this  proved  to  be 
incorrect.  Strickland  knocked  his  legs  from 
under  him  and  I  put  my  foot  on  his  neck.  He 
mewed  hideously,  and  even  through  my  riding- 
boots  I  could  feel  that  his  flesh  was  not  the  flesh 
of  a  clean  man. 
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He  struck  at  us  with  his  hand  and  feet-stumps. 
We  looped  the  lash  of  a  dog-whip  round  him, 
under  the  arm-pits,  and  dragged  him  backwards 
into  the  hall  and  so  into  the  dining-room  where 
the  beast  lay.  There  we  tied  him  with  trunk- 
straps.  He  made  no  attempt  to  escape,  but 
mewed. 

When  we  confronted  him  with  the  beast  the 
scene  was  beyond  description.  The  beast  doubled 
backwards  into  a  bow  as  though  he  had  been 
poisoned  with  strychnine,  and  moaned  in  the  most 
pitiable  fashion.  Several  other  things  happened 
also,  but  they  cannot  be  put  down  here. 

4 1  think  I  was  right/  said  Strickland.  'Now 
we  will  ask  him  to  cure  this  case/ 

But  the  leper  only  mewed.  Strickland  wrapped 
a  towel  round  his  hand  and  took  the  gun-barrels 
out  of  the  fire.  I  put  the  half  of  the  broken 
walking  stick  through  the  loop  of  fishing-line  and 
buckled  the  leper  comfortably  to  Strickland's  bed- 
stead. I  understood  then  how  men  and  women 
and  little  children  can  endure  to  see  a  witch  burnt 
alive ;  for  the  beast  was  moaning  on  the  floor,  and 
though  the  Silver  Man  had  no  face,  you  could  see 
horrible  feelings  passing  through  the  slab  that 
took  its  place,  exactly  as  waves  of  heat  play  across 
red-hot  iron — gun-barrels  for  instance. 

Strickland  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hands  for  a 
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moment  and  we  got  to  work.    This  part  is  not  to 
be  printed* 

The  dawn  was  beginning  to  break  when  the 
leper  spoke.  His  mewings  had  not  been  satis" 
factory  up  to  that  point.  The  beast  had  fainted 
from  exhaustion  and  the  house  was  very  still.  We 
unstrapped  the  leper  and  told  him  to  take  away 
the  evil  spirit.  He  crawled  to  the  beast  and  laid 
his  hand  upon  the  left  breast.  That  was  all. 
Then  he  fell  face  down  and  whined,  drawing  in 
his  breath  as  he  did  so. 

We  watched  the  face  of  the  beast,  and  saw  the 
soul  of  Fleete  coming  back  into  the  eyes.  Then  a 
sweat  broke  out  on  the  forehead  and  the  eyes— 
they  were  human  eyes — closed.  We  waited  for  an 
hour,  but  Fleete  still  slept.  We  carried  him  to  his 
room  and  bade  the  leper  go,  giving  him  the  bed' 
stead,  and  the  sheet  on  the  bedstead  to  cover  his 
nakedness,  the  gloves  and  the  towels  with  which 
we  had  touched  him,  and  the  whip  that  had  been 
hooked  round  his  body.  He  put  the  sheet  about 
him  and  went  out  into  the  early  morning  without 
speaking  or  mewing. 

Strickland  wiped  his  face  and  sat  down.  A 
nightlong,  far  away  in  the  city,  made  seven 
o'clock, 

'Exactly  four-and'twenty  hours!'  said  Strict 
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land*  'And  I've  done  enough  to  ensure  my 
dismissal  from  the  service,  besides  permanent 
quarters  in  a  lunatic  asylum.  Do  you  believe  that 
we  are  awake  ? ' 

The  red'hot  gun^barrel  had  fallen  on  the  floor 
and  was  singeing  the  carpet.  The  smell  was 
entirely  real. 

That  morning  at  eleven  we  two  together  went 
to  wake  up  Fleete.  We  looked  and  saw  that  the 
black  leopard^rosette  on  his  chest  had  disappeared. 
He  was  very  drowsy  and  tired,  but  as  soon  as  he 
saw  us,  he  said,  *  Oh !  Confound  you  fellows. 
Happy  New  Year  to  you.  Never  mix  your 
liquors.  I'm  nearly  dead/ 

4  Thanks  for  your  kindness,  but  you're  over 
time/  said  Strickland*  4  Today  is  the  morning  of 
the  second.  You've  slept  the  clock  round  with  a 
vengeance/ 

The  door  opened,  and  little  Dumoise  put  his 
head  in.  He  had  come  on  foot,  and  fancied  that 
we  were  laying  out  Fleete. 

'I've  brought  a  nurse/  said  Dumoise.  'I 
suppose  that  she  can  come  in  for  ...  what  is 
necessary/ 

4  By  all  means/  said  Fleete  cheerily,  sitting  up  in 
bed.  4  Bring  on  your  nurses/ 

Dumoise  was  dumb.  Strickland  led  him  out 
and  explained  that  there  must  have  been  a  mistake 
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in  the  diagnosis*  Dumoise  remained  dumb  and 
left  the  house  hastily*  He  considered  that  his 
professional  reputation  had  been  injured,  and  was 
inclined  to  make  a  personal  matter  of  the  recovery. 
Strickland  went  out  too*  When  he  came  back,  he 
said  that  he  had  been  to  call  on  the  Temple  of 
Hanuman  to  offer  redress  for  the  pollution  of  the 
god.  and  had  been  solemnly  assured  that  no  white 
man  nad  ever  touched  the  idol,  and  that  he  was 
an  incarnation  of  all  the  virtues  labouring  under  a 
delusion.  4  What  do  you  think  ? '  said  Strickland. 

I  said, 4 "  There  are  more  things  .  .  ." ' 

But  Strickland  hates  that  quotation.  He  says 
that  I  have  worn  it  threadbare. 

One  other  curious  thing  happened  which 
frightened  me  as  much  as  anything  in  all  the 
night's  work.  When  Fleete  was  dressed  he  came 
into  the  dining-room  and  sniffed.  He  had  a 
quaint  trick  of  moving  his  nose  when  he  sniffed. 
4  Horrid  doggy  smell,  here/  said  he.  4  You  should 
really  keep  those  terriers  of  yours  in  better  order. 
Try  sulphur,  Strick/ 

But  Strickland  did  not  answer.  He  caught 
hold  of  the  back  of  a  chair,  and,  without  warning, 
went  into  an  amazing  fit  of  hysterics.  It  is  terrible 
to  see  a  strong  man  overtaken  with  hysteria.  Then 
it  struck  me  that  we  had  fought  for  Fleete's  soul 
with  the  Silver  Man  in  that  room,  and  had  dis- 
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graced  ourselves  as  Englishmen  for  ever,  and  I 
laughed  and  gasped  and  gurgled  just  as  shamefully 
as  Strickland,  while  Fleete  thought  that  we  had 
both  gone  mad.  We  never  told  him  what  we  had 
done. 

Some  years  later,  when  Strickland  had  married 
and  was  a  churclvgoing  member  of  society  for  his 
wife's  sake,  we  reviewed  the  incident  dispassion- 
ately,  and  Strickland  suggested  that  I  should  put  it 
before  the  public. 

I  cannot  myself  see  that  this  step  is  likely  to 
clear  up  the  mystery;  because,  in  the  first  place, 
no  one  will  believe  a  rather  unpleasant  story,  and, 
in  the  second,  it  is  well  known  to  every  right- 
minded  man  that  the  gods  of  the  heathen  are 
stone  and  brass,  and  any  attempt  to  deal  with 
them  otherwise  is  justly  condemned. 


55 


THE  RETURN  OF  IMRAY 

The  doors  were  wide,  the  story  saith, 
Out  of  the  night  came  the  patient  wraith, 
He  might  not  speak,  and  he  could  not  stir 
A  hair  of  the  Baron's  minniver — 
Speechless  and  strengthless,  a  shadow  thin, 
He  roved  the  castle  to  seek  his  kin. 
And  oh,  'twas  a  piteous  thing  to  see 
The  dumb  ghost  follow  his  enemy  1 

The  Baron. 

IMRAY    achieved    the    impossible.      Without 
warning,  for  no  conceivable  motive,  in  his 
youth,  at  the  threshold  of  his  career  he  chose 
to  disappear  from  the  world — which  is  to  say,  the 
little  Indian  station  where  he  lived. 

Upon  a  day  he  was  alive,  well,  happy,  and  in 
great  evidence  among  the  billiard  *  tables  at  his 
Club*  Upon  a  morning  he  was  not,  and  no 
manner  of  search  could  make  sure  where  he  might 
be.  He  had  stepped  out  of  his  place  j  he  had 
not  appeared  at  his  office  at  the  proper  time,  and 
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his  dogcart  was  not  upon  the  public  roads.  For 
these  reasons,  and  because  he  was  hampering, 
in  a  microscopical  degree,  the  administration  of 
the  Indian  Empire,  that  Empire  paused  for  one 
microscopical  moment  to  make  inquiry  into  the 
fate  of  Imray,  Ponds  were  dragged,  wells  were 
plumbed,  telegrams  were  despatched  down  the 
lines  of  railways  and  to  the  nearest  seaport  town — 
twelve  hundred  miles  away ;  but  Imray  was  not 
at  the  end  of  the  drag  x  ropes  nor  the  telegraph 
wires.  He  was  gone,  and  his  place  knew  him  no 
more.  Then  the  work  of  the  great  Indian  Empire 
swept  forward,  because  it  could  not  be  delayed, 
and  Imray  from  being  a  man  became  a  mystery — 
such  a  thing  as  men  talk  over  at  their  tables  in 
the  Club  for  a  month,  and  then  forget  utterly, 
His  guns,  horses,  and  carts  were  sold  to  the 
highest  bidder.  His  superior  officer  wrote  an 
altogether  absurd  letter  to  his  mother,  saying  that 
Imray  had  unaccountably  disappeared,  and  his 
bungalow  stood  empty. 

After  three  or  four  months  of  the  scorching 
hot  weather  had  gone  by,  my  friend  Strickland, 
of  the  Police,  saw  fit  to  rent  the  bungalow  from 
the  native  landlord.  This  was  before  he  was 
engaged  to  Miss  Youghal — an  affair  which  has 
been  described  in  another  place — and  while  he  was 
pursuing  his  investigations  into  native  life.  His 

57 


LIFE'S  HANDICAP 

own  life  was  sufficiently  peculiar,  and  men  conv 
plained  of  his  manners  and  customs.  There  was 
always  food  in  his  house,  but  there  were  no  regular 
times  for  meals.  He  ate,  standing  up  and  walking 
about,  whatever  he  might  find  at  the  sideboard, 
and  this  is  not  good  for  human  beings.  His 
domestic  equipment  was  limited  to  six  rifles,  three 
shot-guns,  five  saddles,  and  a  collection  of  stiff" 
jointed  mahseer^rods,  bigger  and  stronger  than  the 
largest  salmon^rods.  These  occupied  one^half  of 
his  bungalow,  and  the  other  half  was  given  up  to 
Strickland  and  his  dog  Tietjens  —  an  enormous 
Rampur  slut  who  devoured  daily  the  rations  of 
two  men.  She  spoke  to  Strickland  in  a  language 
of  her  own;  and  whenever,  walking  abroad,  she 
saw  things  calculated  to  destroy  the  peace  of  Her 
Majesty  the  QueenxEmpress,  she  returned  to  her 
master  and  laid  information.  Strickland  would 
take  steps  at  once,  and  the  end  of  his  labours  was 
trouble  and  fine  and  imprisonment  for  other  people. 
The  natives  believed  that  Tietjens  was  a  familiar 
spirit,  and  treated  her  with  the  great  reverence  that, 
is  born  of  hate  and  fear.  One  room  in  the  bunga^ 
low  was  set  apart  for  her  special  use.  She  owned 
a  bedstead,  a  blanket,  and  a  drinking^trough,  and 
if  any  one  came  into  Strickland's  room  at  night 
her  custom  was  to  knock  down  the  invader  and 
give  tongue  till  some  one  came  with  a  light. 
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Strickland  owed  his  life  to  her  when  he  was  on 
the  Frontier,  in  search  of  a  local  murderer,  who 
came  in  the  gray  dawn  to  send  Strickland  much 
farther  than  the  Andaman  Islands,  Tietjens 
caught  the  man  as  he  was  crawling  into  Strickland's 
tent  with  a  dagger  between  his  teeth;  and  after 
his  record  of  iniquity  was  established  in  the  eyes 
of  the  law  he  was  hanged*  From  that  date  Tietjens 
wore  a  collar  of  rough  silver,  and  employed  a 
monogram  on  her  night'blanket ;  and  the  blanket 
was  of  double  woven  Kashmir  cloth,  for  she  was  a 
delicate  dog* 

Under  no  circumstances  would  she  be  separated 
from  Strickland ;  and  once,  when  he  was  ill  with 
fever,  made  great  trouble  for  the  doctors,  because 
she  did  not  know  how  to  help  her  master  and 
would  not  allow  another  creature  to  attempt  aid. 
Macarnaght,  of  the  Indian  Medical  Service,  beat 
her  over  her  head  with  a  gun^butt  before  she  could 
understand  that  she  must  give  room  for  those  who 
could  give  quinine. 

A  short  time  after  Strickland  had  taken  Imray's 
bungalow,  my  business  took  me  through  that 
Station,  and  naturally,  the  Club  quarters  being  full, 
I  quartered  myself  upon  Strickland.  It  was  a 
desirable  bungalow,  eight  Broomed  and  heavily 
thatched  against  any  chance  of  leakage  from  rain. 
Under  the  pitch  of  the  roof  ran  a  ceiling  <  cloth 
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which  looked  just  as  neat  as  a  white* washed  ceiling, 
The  landlord  had  repainted  it  when  Strickland 
took  the  bungalow*  Unless  you  knew  how  Indian 
bungalows  were  built  you  would  never  have  sus* 
pected  that  above  the  cloth  lay  the  dark  three* 
cornered  cavern  of  the  roof,  where  the  beams  and 
the  underside  of  the  thatch  harboured  all  manner 
of  rats,  bats,  ants,  and  foul  things* 

Tietjens  met  me  in  the  veranda  with  a  bay  like 
the  boom  of  the  bell  of  St.  Paul's,  putting  her  paws 
on  my  shoulder  to  show  she  was  glad  to  see  me, 
Strickland  had  contrived  to  claw  together  a  sort  of 
meal  which  he  called  lunch,  and  immediately  after 
it  was  finished  went  out  about  his  business,  I.  was 
left  alone  with  Tietjens  and  my  own  affairs.  The 
heat  of  the  summer  had  broken  up  and  turned 
to  the  warm  damp  of  the  rains.  There  was  no 
motion  in  the  heated  air,  but  the  rain  fell  like 
ramrods  on  the  earth,  and  flung  up  a  blue  mist 
when  it  splashed  back.  The  bamboos,  and  the 
custard^apples,  the  poinsettias,  and  the  mangO'trees 
in  the  garden  stood  still  while  the  warm  water 
lashed  through  them,  and  the  frogs  began  to  sing 
among  the  aloe  hedges.  A  little  before  the  light 
failed,  and  when  the  rain  was  at  its  worst,  I  sat  in 
the  back  veranda  and  heard  the  water  roar  from 
the  eaves,  and  scratched  myself  because  I  was 
covered  with  the  thing  called  prickly*heat,  Tiet* 
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jens  came  out  with  me  and  put  her  head  in  my  lap 
and  was  very  sorrowful ;  so  I  gave  her  biscuits 
when  tea  was  ready,  and  I  took  tea  in  the  back 
veranda  on  account  of  the  little  coolness  found 
there.  The  rooms  of  the  house  were  dark  behind 
me.  I  could  smell  Strickland's  saddlery  and  the 
oil  on  his  guns,  and  I  had  no  desire  to  sit  among 
these  things.  My  own  servant  came  to  me  in 
the  twilight,  the  muslin  of  his  clothes  clinging 
tightly  to  his  drenched  body,  and  told  me  that  a 
gentleman  had  called  and  wished  to  see  some  one. 
Very  much  against  my  will,  but  only  because  of 
the  darkness  of  the  rooms,  I  went  into  the  naked 
drawing-room,  telling  my  man  to  bring  the  lights. 
There  might  or  might  not  have  been  a  caller 
waiting — it  seemed  to  me  that  I  saw  a  figure  by 
one  of  the  windows — but  when  the  lights  came 
there  was  nothing  save  the  spikes  of  the  rain  with- 
out, and  the  smell  of  the  drinking  earth  in  my 
nostrils.  I  explained  to  my  servant  that  he  was 
no  wiser  than  he  ought  to  be,  and  went  back  to 
the  veranda  to  talk  to  Tietjens.  She  had  gone 
out  into  the  wet,  and  I  could  hardly  coax  her  back 
to  me,  even  with  biscuits  with  sugar  tops.  Strick- 
land  came  home,  dripping  wet,  just  before  dinner, 
and  the  first  thing  he  said  was, 

*  Has  any  one  called  ? ' 

I  explained,  with  apologies,  that  my  servant  had 
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summoned  me  into  the  drawing-room  on  a  false 
alarm;  or  that  some  loafer  had  tried  to  call  on 
Strickland,  and  thinking  better  of  it  had  fled  after 
giving  his  name,  Strickland  ordered  dinner,  with- 
out  comment,  and  since  it  was  a  real  dinner  with 
a  white  tablecloth  attached,  we  sat  down. 

At  nine  o'clock  Strickland  wanted  to  go  to  bed, 
and  I  was  tired  too.  Tietjens,  who  had  been  lying 
underneath  the  table,  rose  up,  and  swung  into 
the  least  exposed  veranda  as  soon  as  her  master 
moved  to  his  own  room,  which  was  next  to  the 
stately  chamber  set  apart  for  Tietjens*  If  a  mere 
wife  had  wished  to  sleep  out  of  doors  in  that  pelt* 
ing  rain  it  would  not  have  mattered ;  but  Tietjens 
was  a  dog,  and  therefore  the  better  animal  I 
looked  at  Strickland,  expecting  to  see  him  flay  her 
with  a  whip.  He  smiled  queerly,  as  a  man  would 
smile  after  telling  some  unpleasant  domestic  tragedy. 
'She  has  done  this  ever  since  I  moved  in  here/ 
said  he.  *  Let  her  go/ 

The  dog  was  Strickland's  dog,  so  I  said  nothing, 
but  I  felt  all  that  Strickland  felt  in  being  thus  made 
light  of.  Tietjens  encamped  outside  my  bedroom 
window,  and  storm  after  storm  came  up,  thundered 
on  the  thatch,  and  died  away.  The  lightning 
spattered  the  sky  as  a  thrown  egg  spatters  a  barn* 
door,  but  the  light  was  pale  blue,  not  yellow ;  and. 
looking  through  my  split  bamboo  blinds,  I  could 
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see  the  great  dog  standing,  not  sleeping,  in  the 
veranda,  the  hackles  alift  on  her  back,  and  her 
feet  anchored  as  tensely  as  the  drawn  wire-rope  of 
a  suspension  bridge.  In  the  very  short  pauses  of 
the  thunder  I  tried  to  sleep,  but  it  seemed  that 
some  one  wanted  me  very  urgently.  He,  who* 
ever  he  was,  was  trying  to  call  me  by  name,  but 
his  voice  was  no  more  than  a  husky  whisper.  The 
thunder  ceased,  and  Tietjens  went  into  the  garden 
and  howled  at  the  low  moon.  Somebody  tried  to 
open  my  door,  walked  about  and  about  through 
the  house,  and  stood  breathing  heavily  in  the 
verandas,  and  just  when  I  was  falling  asleep  I 
fancied  that  I  heard  a  wild  hammering  and  clamour- 
ing  above  my  head  or  on  the  door. 

1  ran  into  Strickland's  room  and  asked  him 
whether  he  was  ill,  and  had  been  calling  for  me. 
He  was  lying  on  his  bed  half  dressed,  a  pipe  in  his 
mouth,  '  I  thought  you'd  come/  he  said,  4  Have 
I  been  walking  round  the  house  recently  ? ' 

I  explained  that  he  had  been  tramping  in  the 
dining-room  and  the  smoking-room  and  two  or 
three  other  places;  and  he  laughed  and  told  me 
to  go  back  to  bed.  I  went  back  to  bed  and  slept 
till  the  morning,  but  through  all  my  mixed  dreams 
I  was  sure  I  was  doing  some  one  an  injustice  in 
not  attending  to  his  wants.  What  those  wants 
were  I  could  not  tell ;  but  a  fluttering,  whispering, 
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bolt  'fumbling,  lurking,  loitering  Someone  was 
reproaching  me  for  my  slackness,  and,  half  awake, 
I  heard  the  howling  of  Tietjens  in  the  garden  and 
the  threshing  of  the  rain. 

I  lived  in  that  house  for  two  days.     Strickland 
went  to  his  office  daily,  leaving  me  alone  for  eight 
or  ten  hours  with  Tietjens  for  my  only  companion. 
As  long  as  the  full  light  lasted  I  was  comfortable, 
and  so  was  Tietjens ;  but  in  the  twilight  she  and 
I  moved  into  the  back  veranda  and  cuddled  each 
other  for  company.    We  were  alone  in  the  house, 
but  none  the  less  it  was  much  too  fully  occupied 
by  a  tenant  with  whom  I  did  not  wish  to  interfere. 
I   never  saw  him,  but   I  could  see  the  curtains 
between  the  rooms  quivering  where  he  had  just 
passed  through;  I  could  hear  the  chairs  creaking 
as  the  bamboos  sprung  under  a  weight  that  had 
just  quitted  them ;  and  I  could  feel  when  I  went 
to  get  a  book  from  the  dining-room  that  somebody 
was  waiting  in  the  shadows  of  the  front  veranda 
till  I   should  have  gone  away.     Tietjens  made 
the  twilight  more  interesting  by  glaring  into  the 
darkened  rooms  with  every  hair  erect,  and  follow- 
ing the  motions  of  something  that  I  could  not  see. 
She  never  entered  the  rooms,  but  her  eyes  moved 
interestedly:  that  was  quite  sufficient.    Only  when 
my  servant  came  to  trim  the  lamps  and  make  all 
light  and  habitable  she  would  come  in  with  me 
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and  spend  her  time  sitting  on  her  haunches,  watclv 
ing  an  invisible  extra  man  as  he  moved  about  behind 
my  shoulder*  Dogs  are  cheerful  companions. 

I  explained  to  Strickland,  gently  as  might  be, 
that  I  would  go  over  to  the  Club  and  find  for 
myself  quarters  there.  I  admired  his  hospitality, 
was  pleased  with  his  guns  and  rods,  but  I  did  not 
much  care  for  his  house  and  its  atmosphere.  He 
heard  me  out  to  the  end,  and  then  smiled  very 
wearily,  but  without  contempt,  for  he  is  a  man 
who  understands  things.  4  Stay  on/  he  said, '  and 
see  what  this  thing  means.  All  you  have  talked 
about  I  have  known  since  I  took  the  bungalow. 
Stay  on  and  wait.  Tietjens  has  left  me.  Are 
you  going  too  ? ' 

I  had  seen  him  through  one  little  affair,  con" 
nected  with  a  heathen  idol,  that  had  brought  me 
to  the  doors  of  a  lunatic  asylum,  and  I  had  no 
desire  to  help  him  through  further  experiences. 
He  was  a  man  to  whom  unpleasantnesses  arrived 
as  do  dinners  to  ordinary  people. 

Therefore  I  explained  more  clearly  than  ever 
that  I  liked  him  immensely,  and  would  be  happy 
to  see  him  in  the  daytime ;  but  that  I  did  not  care 
to  sleep  under  his  roof.  This  was  after  dinner, 
when  Tietjens  had  gone  out  to  lie  in  the  veranda. 

4  'Pon  my  soul,  I  don't  wonder/  said  Strickland, 
with  his  eyes  on  the  ceiling'doth.  '  Look  at  that ! ' 
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The  tails  of  two  brown  snakes  were  hanging 
between  the  cloth  and  the  cornice  of  the  wall* 
They  threw  long  shadows  in  the  lamplight* 

4  If  you  are  afraid  of  snakes  of  course '  said 

Strickland* 

I  hate  and  fear  snakes,  because  if  you  look  into 
the  eyes  of  any  snake  you  will  see  that  it  knows 
all  and  more  of  the  mystery  of  man's  fall,  and  that 
it  feels  all  the  contempt  that  the  Devil  felt  when 
Adam  was  evicted  from  Eden*  Besides  which  its 
bite  is  generally  fatal*  and  it  twists  up  trouser  legs* 

'You  ought  to  get  your  thatch  overhauled/  I 
said*  'Give  me  a  mahseer-rod,  and  we'll  poke 
'em  down,' 

'They'll  hide  among  the  roof - beams/  said 
Strickland.  'I  can't  stand  snakes  overhead*  I'm 
going  up  into  the  roof*  If  I  shake  'em  down,  stand 
by  with  a  cleaning-rod  and  break  their  backs,' 

I  was  not  anxious  to  assist  Strickland  in  his 
work,  but  I  took  the  cleaning-rod  and  waited 
in  the  dining-room,  while  Strickland  brought  a 
gardener's  ladder  from  the  veranda,  and  set  it 
against  the  side  of  the  room*  The  snake -tails 
drew  themselves  up  and  disappeared*  We  could 
hear  the  dry  rushing  scuttle  of  long  bodies  running 
over  the  baggy  ceiling  cloth*  Strickland  took  a 
lamp  with  him,  while  I  tried  to  make  clear  to  him 
the  danger  of  hunting  roof -snakes  between  a  ceiling- 
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cloth  and  a  thatch,  apart  from  the  deterioration  of 
property  caused  by  ripping  out  ceiling'doths. 

4 Nonsense!'  said  Strickland*  'They're  sure 
to  hide  near  the  walls  by  the  cloth.  The  bricks 
are  too  cold  for  'em,  and  the  heat  of  the  room  is 
just  what  they  like/  He  put  his  hand  to  the 
corner  of  the  stuff  and  ripped  it  from  the  cornice. 
It  gave  with  a  great  sound  of  tearing,  and  Strick* 
land  put  his  head  through  the  opening  into  the 
dark  of  the  angle  of  the  roof  *  beams.  I  set  my 
teeth  and  lifted  the  rod,  for  I  had  not  the  least 
knowledge  of  what  might  descend. 

'H'ml'  said  Strickland,  and  his  voice  rolled 
and  rumbled  in  the  roof.  4  There's  room  for 
another  set  of  rooms  up  here,  and,  by  Jove,  some 
one  is  occupying  'em ! ' 

4  Snakes  ? '  I  said  from  below* 

4  No.  It's  a  buffalo.  Hand  me  up  the  two 
last  joints  of  a  mahseer^rod,  and  I'll  prod  it.  It's 
lying  on  the  main  roof  'beam.' 

I  handed  up  the  rod. 

'What  a  nest  for  owls  and  serpents!  No 
wonder  the  snakes  live  here,'  said  Strickland, 
climbing  farther  into  the  roof.  I  could  see  his 
elbow  thrusting  with  the  rod.  4  Come  out  of  that, 
whoever  you  are !  Heads  below  there  I  It's  falling.' 

I  saw  the  ceiling  cloth  nearly  in  the  centre  of 
the  room  bag  with  a  shape  that  was  pressing  it 

67 


LIFE'S  HANDICAP 

downwards  and  downwards  towards  the  lighted 
lamp  on  the  table*  I  snatched  the  lamp  out  of 
danger  and  stood  back.  Then  the  cloth  ripped 
out  from  the  walls,  tore,  split,  swayed,  and  shot 
down  upon  the  table  something  that  I  dared  not 
look  at,  till  Strickland  had  slid  down  the  ladder 
and  was  standing  by  my  side. 

He  did  not  say  much,  being  a  man  of  few 
words ;  but  he  picked  up  the  loose  end  of  the  table^ 
cloth  and  threw  it  over  the  remnants  on  the  table. 

*  It  strikes  me/  said  he,  putting  down  the  lamp, 
'our  friend  Imray  has  come   back.     Oh!   you 
would,  would  you  ? ' 

There  was  a  movement  under  the  cloth,  and  a 
little  snake  wriggled  out,  to  be  back  -  broken  by 
the  butt  of  the  mahseer^rod.  I  was  sufficiently 
sick  to  make  no  remarks  worth  recording. 

Strickland  meditated,  and  helped  himself  to 
drinks.  The  arrangement  under  the  cloth  made 
no  more  signs  of  life. 

4  Is  it  Imray  ? '  I  said. 

Strickland  turned  back  the  cloth  for  a  moment, 
and  looked. 

*  It  is  Imray/  he  said ;  4  and  his  throat  is  cut 
from  ear  to  ear/ 

Then  we  spoke,  both   together  and    to    our^ 

selves : 4  That's  why  he  whispered  about  the  house/ 

Tietjens,  in  the  garden,  began  to  bay  furiously* 
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A  little  later  her  great  nose  heaved  open  the 
diningxroom  door. 

She  snuffed  and  was  still.  The  tattered  ceiling* 
cloth  hung  down  almost  to  the  level  of  the  table, 
and  there  was  hardly  room  to  move  away  from 
the  discovery. 

Tietjens  came  in  and  sat  down ;  her  teeth  bared 
under  her  lip  and  her  forepaws  planted.  She 
looked  at  Strickland. 

'It's  a  bad  business,  old  lady/  said  he*  'Men 
don't  climb  up  into  the  roofs  of  their  bungalows 
to  die,  and  they  don't  fasten  up  the  ceiling*cloth 
behind  'em.  Let's  think  it  out.' 

4  Let's  think  it  out  somewhere  else/  I  said. 

'Excellent  idea!  Turn  the  lamps  out.  We'll 
get  into  my  room/ 

I  did  not  turn  the  lamps  out.  I  went  into 
Strickland's  room  first,  and  allowed  him  to  make 
the  darkness.  Then  he  followed  me,  and  we  lit 
tobacco  and  thought.  Strickland  thought.  I 
smoked  furiously,  because  I  was  afraid. 

4  Imray  is  back/  said  Strickland.  4  The  question 
is — who  killed  Imray  ?  Don't  talk,  I've  a  notion 
of  my  own.  When  I  took  this  bungalow  I  took 
over  most  of  Imray's  servants.  Imray  was  guile* 
less  and  inoffensive,  wasn't  he  ? ' 

I  agreed ;  though  the  heap  under  the  cloth  had 
looked  neither  one  thing  nor  the  other. 
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4  If  I  call  in  all  the  servants  they  will  stand  fast 
in  a  crowd  and  lie  like  Aryans.  What  do  you 
suggest  ? ' 

4  Call  'em  in  one  by  one/  I  said* 

*  They'll  run  away  and  give  the  news  to  all 
their  fellows/  said  Strickland.  'We  must  segre- 
gate  'em.  Do  you  suppose  your  servant  knows 
anything  about  it  ? ' 

'He  may,  for  aught  I  know;  but  I  don't 
think  it's  likely.  He  has  only  been  here  two  or 
three  days/  I  answered*  4  What's  your  notion  ? ' 

'I  can't  quite  tell.  How  the  dickens  did  the 
man  get  the  wrong  side  of  the  ceiling-cloth  ? ' 

There  was  a  heavy  coughing  outside  Strick- 
land's  bedroom  door.  This  showed  that  Bahadur 
Khan,  his  body-servant,  had  waked  from  sleep 
and  wished  to  put  Strickland  to  bed. 

4  Come  in/  said  Strickland.  4  It's  a  very  warm 
night,  isn't  it  ? ' 

Bahadur  Khan,  a  great,  green-turbaned,  six- 
foot  Mahomedan,  said  that  it  was  a  very  warm 
night;  but  that  there  was  more  rain  pending, 
which,  by  his  Honour's  favour,  would  bring  relief 
to  the  country. 

4  It  will  be  so,  if  God  pleases/  said  Strickland, 
tugging  off  his  boots.  4  It  is  in  my  mind,  Bahadur 
Khan,  that  I  have  worked  thee  remorselessly  for 
many  days — ever  since  that  time  when  thou  first 
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earnest  into  my  service.  What  time  was 
that*' 

'Has  the  Heaven -born  forgotten?  It  was 
when  Imray  Sahib  went  secretly  to  Europe  without 
warning  given;  and  I — even  I — came  into  the 
honoured  service  of  the  protector  of  the  poor/ 

'  And  Imray  Sahib  went  to  Europe  ? ' 

'It  is  so  said  among  those  who  were  his 
servants/ 

4  And  thou  wilt  take  service  with  him  when  he 
returns  ? ' 

'Assuredly,  Sahib*  He  was  a  good  master* 
and  cherished  his  dependants/ 

4  That  is  true*  I  am  very  tired*  but  I  go  buck- 
shooting  to-morrow.  Give  me  the  little  sharp 
rifle  that  I  use  for  black-buck;  it  is  in  the  case 
yonder/ 

The  man  stooped  over  the  case ;  handed  barrels, 
stock,  and  fore-end  to  Strickland,  who  fitted  all 
together,  yawning  dolefully*  Then  he  reached 
down  to  the  gun-case*  took  a  solid-drawn  cart- 
ridge* and  slipped  it  into  the  breech  of  the  *360 
Express. 

4  And  Imray  Sahib  has  gone  to  Europe  secretly ! 
That  is  very  strange*  Bahadur  Khan,  is  it  not  ? ' 

'What  do  I  know  of  the  ways  of  the  white 
man,  Heaven-born  ? ' 

4  Very  little,  truly*    But  thou  shalt  know  more 
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anon.  It  has  reached  me  that  Imray  Sahib  has 
returned  from  his  so  long  journeyings,  and  that 
even  now  he  lies  in  the  next  room,  waiting  his 
servant/ 

4  Sahib  I' 

The  lamplight  slid  along  the  barrels  of  the  rifle 
as  they  levelled  themselves  at  Bahadur  Khan's 
broad  breast, 

'Go  and  look!'  said  Strickland,  'Take  a 
lamp.  Thy  master  is  tired,  and  he  waits  thee. 
Go!' 

The  man  picked  up  a  lamp,  and  went  into  the 
dining-room,  Strickland  following,  and  almost 
pushing  him  with  the  muzzle  .of  the  rifle.  .  He 
looked  for  a  moment  at  the  black  depths  behind 
the  ceiling-cloth;  at  the  writhing  snake  under 
foot ;  and  last,  a  gray  glaze  settling  on  his  face,  at 
the  thing  under  the  tablecloth, 

4  Hast  thou  seen  ? '  said  Strickland  after  a  pause, 

'I  have  seen,  I  am  clay  in  the  white  man's 
hands.  What  does  the  Presence  do  ? ' 

4  Hang  thee  within  the  month.    What  else  ? ' 

4  For  killing  him  ?  Nay,  Sahib,  consider. 
Walking  among  us,  his  servants,  he  cast  his  eyes 
upon  my  child,  who  was  four  years  old.  Him  he 
bewitched,  and  in  ten  days  he  died  of  the  fever— 
my  child ! ' 

'What  said  Imray  Sahib?' 
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4  He  said  he  was  a  handsome  child,  and  patted 
him  on  the  head ;  wherefore  my  child  died. 
Wherefore  I  killed  Imray  Sahib  in  the  twilight, 
when  he  had  come  back  from  office,  and  was 
sleeping.  Wherefore  I  dragged  him  up  into  the 
roof'beams  and  made  all  fast  behind  him.  The 
Heaven^born  knows  all  things,  I  am  the  servant 
of  the  Heaven-born/ 

Strickland  looked  at  me  above  the  rifle,  and 
said,  in  the  vernacular,  'Thou  art  witness  to  this 
saying  ?  He  has  killed/ 

Bahadur  Khan  stood  ashen  gray  in  the  light  of 
the  one  lamp.  The  need  for  justification  came 
upon  him  very  swiftly,  4 1  am  trapped/  he  said, 
4  but  the  offence  was  that  man's.  He  cast  an  evil 
eye  upon  my  child,  and  I  killed  and  hid  him. 
Only  such  as  are  served  by  devils/  he  glared  at 
Tietjens,  couched  stolidly  before  him, '  only  such 
could  know  what  I  did/ 

4  It  was  clever.  But  thou  shouldst  have  lashed 
him  to  the  beam  with  a  rope.  Now,  thou  thyself 
wilt  hang  by  a  rope.  Orderly ! ' 

A  drowsy  policeman  answered  Strickland's  call, 
He  was  followed  by  another,  and  Tietjens  sat 
wondrous  still. 

4  Take  him  to  the  police-station/  said  Strickland. 
4  There  is  a  case  toward/ 

4  Do  I  hang,  then  ? f  said  Bahadur  Khan,  making 
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no  attempt  to  escape,  and  keeping  his  eyes  on  the 
ground* 

'If  the  sun  shines  or  the  water  runs — yes!' 
said  Strickland* 

Bahadur  Khan  stepped  back  one  long  pace, 
quivered,  and  stood  stilL  The  two  policemen 
waited  further  orders, 

4  Go  I '  said  Strickland. 

'Nay;  but  I  go  very  swiftly/  said  Baha- 
dur  Khan.  4  Look  I  I  am  even  now  a  dead 
man/ 

He  lifted  his  foot,  and  to  the  little  toe  there 
clung  the  head  of  the  half -killed  snake,  firm  fixed 
in  the  agony  of  death. 

'I  come  of  land-holding  stock/  said  Bahadur 
Khan,  rocking  where  he  stood.  'It  were  a 
disgrace  to  me  to  go  to  the  public  scaffold: 
therefore  I  take  this  way.  Be  it  remembered  that 
the  Sahib's  shirts  are  correctly  enumerated,  and 
that  there  is  an  extra  piece  of  soap  in  his  wash- 
basin.  My  child  was  bewitched,  and  I  slew  the 
wizard.  Why  should  you  seek  to  slay  me  with 
the  rope  ?  My  honour  is  saved,  and — and — I  die/ 

At  the  end  of  an  hour  he  died,  as  they  die  who 
are  bitten  by  the  little  brown  karait,  and  the 
policemen  bore  him  and  the  thing  under  the 
tablecloth  to  their  appointed  places.  All  were 
needed  to  make  clear  the  disappearance  of  Imray. 
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4  This/  said  Strickland,  very  calmly,  as  he 
climbed  into  bed, 4  is  called  the  nineteenth  century* 
Did  you  hear  what  that  man  said  ? ' 

4 1  heard/  I  answered*    4  Imray  made  a  mistake/ 

4  Simply  and  solely  through  not  knowing  the 

nature  of  the  Oriental,  and  the  coincidence  of  a 

little  seasonal  fever*    Bahadur  Khan  had  been  with 

him  for  four  years/ 

I  shuddered.  My  own  servant  had  been  with 
me  for  exactly  that  length  of  time.  When  I  went 
over  to  my  own  room  I  found  my  man  waiting, 
impassive  as  the  copper  head  on  a  penny,  to  pull 
off  my  boots* 

4  What  has  befallen  Bahadur  Khan  ? '  said  L 
4  He  was  bitten  by  a  snake  and  died*    The  rest 
the  Sahib  knows/  was  the  answer. 
*  And  how  much  of  this  matter  hast  thou  known  ? ' 
4  As  much   as  might    be  gathered  from    One 
coming   in   in  the  twilight  to    seek    satisfaction* 
Gently,  Sahib*    Let  me  pull  off  those  boots*' 

I  had  just  settled  to  the  sleep  of  exhaustion 
when  I  heard  Strickland  shouting  from  his  side  of 
the  house — 

4  Tietjens  has  come  back  to  her  place ! ' 
And  so  she  had.    The  great  deerhound  was 
couched  statelily  on  her  own  bedstead  on  her  own 
blanket,  while,  in  the  next  room,  the  idle,  empty, 
ceiling'doth  waggled  as  it  trailed  on  the  table* 
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There  came  to  the  beach  a  poor  exile  of  Erin, 

The  dew  on  his  wet  robe  hung  heavy  and  chill ; 

Ere  the  steamer  that  brought  him  had  passed  out  of  hearing 

He  was  Alderman  Mike  inthrojuicin'  a  bill  I 

American  Song. 

ONCE  upon  a  time  there  was  a  King  who 
lived  on  the  road  to  Thibet,  very  many 
miles  in  the  Himalayas,  His  Kingdom  was 
eleven  thousand  feet  above  the  sea  and  exactly 
four  miles  square ;  but  most  of  the  miles  stood  on 
end  owing  to  the  nature  of  the  country.  His 
revenues  were  rather  less  than  four  hundred  pounds 
yearly,  and  they  were  expended  in  the  maintenance 
of  one  elephant  and  a  standing  army  of  five  men, 
He  was  tributary  to  the  Indian  Government,  who 
allowed  him  certain  sums  for  keeping  a  section  of 
the  Himalaya/Thibet  road  in  repair.  He  further 
increased  his  revenues  by  selling  timber  to  the 
Railway  companies ;  for  he  would  cut  the  great 
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deodar  trees  in  his  one  forest,  and  they  fell 
thundering  into  the  Sutlej  river  and  were  swept 
down  to  the  plains  three  hundred  miles  away  and 
became  railway^ties.  Now  and  again  this  King, 
whose  name  does  not  matter,  would  mount  a 
ringstraked  horse  and  ride  scores  of  miles  to  Simla^ 
town  to  confer  with  the  Lieutenant'Governor  on 
matters  of  state,  or  to  assure  the  Viceroy  that 
his  sword  was  at  the  service  of  the  Queen^ 
Empress*  Then  the  Viceroy  would  cause  a 
ruffle  of  drums  to  be  sounded,  and  the  ringstraked 
horse  and  the  cavalry  of  the  State — two  men  in 
tatters — and  the  herald  who  bore  the  silver  stick 
before  the  King,  would  trot  back  to  their  own  place, 
which  lay  between  the  tail  of  a  heaven*climbing 
glacier  and  a  dark  birchxforest. 

Now,  from  such  a  King,  always  remembering 
that  he  possessed  one  veritable  elephant,  and  could 
count  his  descent  for  twelve  hundred  years,  I 
expected,  when  it  was  my  fate  to  wander  through 
his  dominions,  no  more  than  mere  license  to  live. 

The  night  had  closed  in  rain,  and  rolling  clouds 
blotted  out  the  lights  of  the  villages  in  the  valley* 
Forty  miles  away,  untouched  by  cloud  or  storm, 
the  white  shoulder  of  Donga  Pa — the  Mountain  of 
the  Council  of  the  Gods — upheld  the  Evening  Star, 
The  monkeys  sang  sorrowfully  to  each  other  as 
they  hunted  for  dry  roosts  in  the  fern^wreathed 
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trees,  and  the  last  puff  of  the  day-wind  brought 
from  the  unseen  villages  the  scent  of  damp  wood- 
smoke,  hot  cakes,  dripping  undergrowth,  and 
rotting  pine-cones.  That  is  the  true  smell  of  the 
Himalayas,  and  if  once  it  creeps  into  the  blood  of 
a  man,  that  man  will  at  the  last,  forgetting  all  else, 
return  to  the  hills  to  die.  The  clouds  closed  and 
the  smell  went  away,  and  there  remained  nothing 
in  all  the  world  except  chilling  white  mist  and  the 
boom  of  the  Sutlej  river  racing  through  the  valley 
below*  A  fat-tailed  sheep,  who  did  not  want  to 
die,  bleated  piteously  at  my  tent  door.  He  was 
scuffling  with  the  Prime  Minister  and  the  Director- 
General  of  Public  Education,  and  he  was  a  royal 
gift  to  me  and  my  camp  servants.  I  expressed  my 
thanks  suitably,  and  asked  if  I  might  have  audience 
of  the  King.  The  Prime  Minister  readjusted  his 
turban,  which  had  fallen  off  in  the  struggle,  and 
assured  me  that  the  King  would  be  very  pleased  to 
see  me.  Therefore  I  despatched  two  bottles  as  a 
foretaste,  and  when  the  sheep  had  entered  upon 
another  incarnation  went  to  the  King's  Palace 
through  the  wet.  He  had  sent  his  army  to  escort 
me,  but  the  army  stayed  to  talk  with  my  cook. 
Soldiers  are  very  much  alike  all  the  world  over. 

The  Palace  was  a  four  -  roomed,  and  white- 
washed mud  and  timber-house,  the  finest  in  all  the 
hills  for  a  day's  journey.  The  King  was  dressed 
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in  a  purple  velvet  jacket,  white  muslin  trousers, 
and  a  saffron-yellow  turban  of  price.  He  gave 
me  audience  in  a  little  carpeted  room  opening  off 
the  palace  courtyard  which  was  occupied  by  the 
Elephant  of  State.  The  great  beast  was  sheeted 
and  anchored  from  trunk  to  tail,  and  the  curve  of 
his  back  stood  out  grandly  against  the  mist. 

The  Prime  Minister  and  the  Director-General 
of  Public  Education  were  present  to  introduce  me, 
but  all  the  court  had  been  dismissed,  lest  the  two 
bottles  aforesaid  should  corrupt  their  morals.  The 
King  cast  a  wreath  of  heavy-scented  flowers  round 
my  neck  as  I  bowed,  and  inquired  how  my 
honoured  presence  had  the  felicity  to  be.  I  said 
that  through  seeing  his  auspicious  countenance  the 
mists  of  the  night  had  turned  into  sunshine,  and 
that  by  reason  of  his  beneficent  sheep  his  good 
deeds  would  be  remembered  by  the  Gods.  He 
said  that  since  I  had  set  my  magnificent  foot  in  his 
Kingdom  the  crops  would  probably  yield  seventy 
per  cent  more  than  the  average.  I  said  that  the 
fame  of  the  King  had  reached  to  the  four  corners 
of  the  earth,  and  that  the  nations  gnashed  their 
teeth  when  they  heard  daily  of  the  glories  of  his 
realm  and  the  wisdom  of  his  moon-like  Prime 
Minister  and  lotus-like  Director-General  of  Public 
Education. 

Then  we  sat  down  on  clean  white  cushions,  and 
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I  was  at  the  King's  right  hand*  Three  minutes 
later  he  was  telling  me  that  the  state  of  the  maize 
crop  was  something  disgraceful,  and  that  the  RaiL 
way  companies  would  not  pay  him  enough  for 
his  timber*  The  talk  shifted  to  and  fro  with  the 
bottles,  and  we  discussed  very  many  stately  things, 
and  the  King  became  confidential  on  the  subject 
of  Government  generally*  Most  of  all  he  dwelt 
on  the  shortcomings  of  one  of  his  subjects,  who, 
from  all  I  could  gather,  had  been  paralyzing  the 
executive. 

4  In  the  old  days/  said  the  King, 4 1  could  have 
ordered  the  Elephant  yonder  to  trample  him  to 
death.  Now  I  must  e'en  send  him  seventy  miles 
across  the  hills  to  be  tried,  and  his  keep  would  be 
upon  the  State.  The  Elephant  eats  everything/ 

'What  be  the  man's  crimes,  Rajah  Sahib?' 
said  I. 

4  Firstly,  he  is  an  outlander  and  no  man  of 
mine  own  people.  Secondly,  since  of  my  favour 
I  gave  him  land  upon  his  first  coming,  he  refuses 
to  pay  revenue.  Am  I  not  the  lord  of  the  earth, 
above  and  below,  entitled  by  right  and  custom  to 
one*eighth  of  the  crop  ?  Yet  this  devil,  establish^ 
ing  himself,  refuses  to  pay  a  single  tax ;  and  he 
brings  a  poisonous  spawn  of  babes/ 

4  Cast  him  into  jail/  I  said. 

*  Sahib/  the  King  answered,  shifting  a  little  on 
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the  cushions,  4  once  and  only  once  in  these  forty 
years  sickness  came  upon  me  so  that  I  was  not 
able  to  go  abroad.  In  that  hour  I  made  a  vow  to 
my  God  that  I  would  never  again  cut  man  or 
woman  from  the  light  of  the  sun  and  the  air  of 
God;  for  I  perceived  the  nature  of  the  punish- 
ment.  How  can  I  break  my  vow?  Were  it 
only  the  lopping  of  a  hand  or  a  foot  I  should  not 
delay*  But  even  that  is  impossible  now  that  the 
English  have  rule.  One  or  another  of  my  people ' 
— he  looked  obliquely  at  the  Director-General  of 
Public  Education — 4  would  at  once  write  a  letter 
to  the  Viceroy,  and  perhaps  I  should  be  deprived 
of  my  ruffle  of  drums/ 

He  unscrewed  the  mouthpiece  of  his  silver 
water-pipe,  fitted  a  plain  amber  mouthpiece,  and 
passed  his  pipe  to  me,  4  Not  content  with  ref us* 
ing  revenue/  he  continued,  4  this  outlander  refuses 
also  the  begar*  (this  was  the  corvee  or  forced 
labour  on  the  roads)  4  and  stirs  my  people  up  to 
the  like  treason.  Yet  he  is,  when  he  wills,  an 
expert  log-snatcher.  There  is  none  better  or 
bolder  among  my  people  to  clear  a  block  of  the 
river  when  the  logs  stick  fast/ 

4  But  he  worships  strange  Gods/  said  the  Prime 
Minister  deferentially, 

'For  that  I  have  no  concern/  said  the  King, 
who  was  as  tolerant  as  Akbar  in  matters  of  belief. 
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4  To  each  man  his  own  God  and  the  fire  or  Mother 
Earth  for  us  all  at  last.  It  is  the  rebellion  that 
offends  me/ 

'The  King  has  an  army/  I  suggested*  'Has 
not  the  King  burned  the  man's  house  and  left  him 
naked  to  the  night  dews  ? ' 

4  Nay,  a  hut  is  a  hut,  and  it  holds  the  life  of  a 
man*  But  once.  I  sent  my  army  against  him 
when  his  excuses  became  wearisome:  of  their 
heads  he  brake  three  across  the  top  with  a  stick, 
The  other  two  men  ran  away.  Also  the  guns 
would  not  shoot/ 

I  had  seen  the  equipment  of  the  infantry. 
One-third  of  it  was  an  old  muzzle-loading  fowling- 
piece,  with  a  ragged  rust-hole  where  the  nipples 
should  have  been,  one-third  a  wire-bound  match- 
lock with  a  worm-eaten  stock,  and  one-third  a 
four-bore  flint  duck-gun  without  a  flint. 

'But  it  is  to  be  remembered/  said  the  King, 
reaching  out  for  the  bottle,  'that  he  is  a  very 
expert  log-snatcher  and  a  man  of  a  merry  face. 
What  shall  I  do  to  him,  Sahib  ? ' 

This  was  interesting.  The  timid  hill -folk 
would  as  soon  have  refused  taxes  to  their  King  as 
revenues  to  their  Gods. 

'  If  it  be  the  King's  permission/  I  said,  '  I  will 
not  strike  my  tents  till  the  third  day  and  I  will 
see  this  man.  The  mercy  of  the  King  is  God-like, 
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and  rebellion  is  like  unto  the  sin  of  witchcraft. 
Moreover,  both  the  bottles  and  another  be  empty/ 

4  You  have  my  leave  to  go/  said  the  King, 

Next  morning  a  crier  went  through  the  State 
proclaiming  that  there  was  a  logjam  on  the  river 
and  that  it  behoved  all  loyal  subjects  to  remove  it* 
The  people  poured  down  from  their  villages  to 
the  moist,  warm  valley  of  poppy^fields ;  and  the 
King  and  I  went  with  them.  Hundreds  of  dressed 
deodar^logs  had  caught  on  a  snag  of  rock,  and  the 
river  was  bringing  down  more  logs  every  minute 
to  complete  the  blockade.  The  water  snarled  and 
wrenched  and  worried  at  the  timber,  and  the 
population  of  the  State  began  prodding  the  nearest 
logs  with  a  pole  in  the  hope  of  starting  a  general 
movement.  Then  there  went  up  a  shout  of 
'  Namgay  Doola  I  Namgay  Doola  1 '  and  a  large 
red 'haired  villager  hurried  up,  stripping  off  his 
clothes  as  he  ran. 

4  That  is  he.  That  is  the  rebel/  said  the  King, 
4  Now  will  the  dam  be  cleared/ 

4  But  why  has  he  red  hair  ? '  I  asked,  since  red 
hair  among  hilLfolks  is  as  common  as  blue  or 
green. 

'He  is  an  outlander/  said  the  King.  'Well 
done  1  Oh,  well  done ! ' 

Namgay  Doola  had  scrambled  out  on  the  jam 
and  was  clawing  out  the  butt  of  a  log  with  a  rude 
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sort  of  boat-hook.  It  slid  forward  slowly  as  an 
alligator  moves,  three  or  four  others  followed  it, 
and  the  green  water  spouted  through  the  gaps 
they  had  made.  Then  the  villagers  howled  and 
shouted  and  scrambled  across  the  logs,  pulling  and 
pushing  the  obstinate  timber,  and  the  red  head  of 
Namgay  Doola  was  chief  among  them  all.  The 
logs  swayed  and  chafed  and  groaned  as  fresh  con* 
signments  from  upstream  battered  the  now  weaken-* 
ing  dam*  All  gave  way  at  last  in  a  smother  of 
foam,  racing  logs,  bobbing  black  heads  and  con^ 
fusion  indescribable.  The  river  tossed  everything 
before  it.  I  saw  the  red  head  go  down  with  the 
last  remnants  of  the  jam  and  disappear  between 
the  great  grinding  tree^trunks.  It  rose  close  to 
the  bank  and  blowing  like  a  grampus.  Namgay 
Doola  wrung  the  water  out  of  his  eyes  and  made 
obeisance  to  the  King.  I  had  time  to  observe  him 
closely.  The  virulent  redness  of  his  shock  head 
and  beard  was  most  startling ;  and  in  the  thicket 
of  hair  wrinkled  above  high  cheek  bones  shone 
two  very  merry  blue  eyes.  He  was  indeed  an 
outlander,  but  yet  a  Thibetan  in  language,  habit, 
and  attire.  He  spoke  the  Lepcha  dialect  with  an 
indescribable  softening  of  the  gutturals.  It  was 
not  so  much  a  lisp  as  an  accent. 

4  Whence  comest  thou  ? '  I  asked. 

'From  Thibet/     He    pointed   across  the  hills 

84 


NAMGAY  DOOLA 

and  grinned*  That  grin  went  straight  to  my 
heart.  Mechanically  I  held  out  my  hand  and 
Namgay  Doola  shook  it.  No  pure  Thibetan 
would  have  understood  the  meaning  of  the  gesture. 
He  went  away  to  look  for  his  clothes,  and  as  he 
climbed  back  to  his  village,  I  heard  a  joyous  yell 
that  seemed  unaccountably  familiar.  It  was  the 
whooping  of  Namgay  Doola. 

4  You  see  now/  said  the  King,  *  why  I  would 
not  kill  him.  He  is  a  bold  man  among  my  logs, 
but/  and  he  shook  his  head  like  a  schoolmaster, 
*  I  know  that  before  long  there  will  be  complaints 
of  him  in  the  court*  Let  us  return  to  the  Palace 
and  do  justice/  It  was  that  King's  custom  to 
judge  his  subjects  every  day  between  eleven  and 
three  o'clock.  I  saw  him  decide  equitably  in 
weighty  matters  of  trespass,  slander,  and  a  little 
wife'Stealing.  Then  his  brow  clouded  and  he 
summoned  me. 

4  Again  it  is  Namgay  Doola/  he  said  despahv 
ingly.  *  Not  content  with  refusing  revenue  on  his 
own  part,  he  has  bound  half  his  village  by  an  oath 
to  the  like  treason.  Never  before  has  such  a  thing 
befallen  me  I  Nor  are  my  taxes  heavy/ 

A  rabbit'faced  villager,  with  a  blush^rose  stuck 
behind  his  ear,  advanced  trembling.  He  had  been 
in  the  conspiracy,  but  had  told  everything  and 
hoped  for  the  King's  favour. 
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<O  King/  said  L  'If  it  be  the  King's  will  let 
this  matter  stand  over  till  the  morning.  Only  the 
Gods  can  do  right  swiftly,  and  it  may  be  that 
yonder  villager  has  lied/ 

4  Nay,  for  I  know  the  nature  of  Namgay  Doola ; 
but  since  a  guest  asks  let  the  matter  remain*  Wilt 
thou  speak  harshly  to  this  red'headed  outlander? 
He  may  listen  to  thee/ 

I  made  an  attempt  that  very  evening,  but  for 
the  life  of  me  I  could  not  keep  my  countenance. 
Namgay  Doola  grinned  persuasively,  and  began  to 
tell  me  about  a  big  brown  bear  in  a  poppy-field 
by  the  river.  Would  I  care  to  shoot  it  ?  I  spoke 
austerely  on  the  sin  of  conspiracy,  and  the  certainty 
of  punishment.  Namgay  Doola's  face  clouded  for 
a  moment.  Shortly  afterwards  he  withdrew  from 
my  tent,  and  I  heard  him  singing  to  himself  softly 
among  the  pines.  The  words  were  unintelligible 
to  me,  but  the  tune,  like  his  liquid  insinuating 
speech,  seemed  the  ghost  of  something  strangely 
familiar. 

Dir  hane  marcUi-yemen  dir 
To  weeree  ala  gee, 

sang  Namgay  Doola  again  and  again,  and  I  racked 
my  brain  for  that  lost  tune.  It  was  not  till  after 
dinner  that  I  discovered  some  one  had  cut  a  square 
foot  of  velvet  from  the  centre  of  my  best  camera- 
cloth.  This  made  me  so  angry  that  I  wandered 
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down  the  valley  in  the  hope  of  meeting  the  big 
brown  bean  I  could  hear  him  grunting  like  a 
discontented  pig  in  the  poppy  Afield,  and  I  waited 
shoulder  deep  in  the  dew'dripping  Indian  corn  to 
catch  him  after  his  meal.  The  moon  was  at  full 
and  drew  out  the  rich  scent  of  the  tasselled  crop. 
Then  I  heard  the  anguished  bellow  of  a  Himalayan 
cow,  one  of  the  little  black  crummies  no  bigger  than 
Newfoundland  dogs*  Two  shadows  that  looked 
like  a  bear  and  her  cub  hurried  past  me.  I  was  in 
act  to  fire  when  I  saw  that  they  had  each  a 
brilliant  red  head.  The  lesser  animal  was  trailing 
some  rope  behind  it  that  left  a  dark  track  on  the 
path.  They  passed  within  six  feet  of  me.  and  the 
shadow  of  the  moonlight  lay  velvet'black  on  their 
faces.  Velvet'black  was  exactly  the  word,  for  by 
all  the  powers  of  moonlight  they  were  masked  in 
the  velvet  of  my  camera<loth !  I  marvelled  and 
went  to  bed. 

Next  morning  the  Kingdom  was  in  uproar. 
Namgay  Doola,  men  said,  had  gone  forth  in  the 
night  and  with  a  sharp  knife  had  cut  off  the  tail  of 
a  cow  belonging  to  the  rabbit-faced  villager  who 
had  betrayed  him.  It  was  sacrilege  unspeakable 
against  the  Holy  Cow.  The  State  desired  his 
blood,  but  he  had  retreated  into  his  hut,  barricaded 
the  doors  and  windows  with  big  stones,  and  defied 
the  world. 
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The  King  and  I  and  the  Populace  approached 
the  hut  cautiously*  There  was  no  hope  of  captur< 
ing  the  man  without  loss  of  life,  for  from  a  hole  in 
the  wall  projected  the  muzzle  of  an  extremely 
well'Caredxfor  gun — the  only  gun  in  the  State  that 
could  shoot*  Namgay  Doola  had  narrowly  missed 
a  villager  just  before  we  came  up*  The  Standing 
Army  stood*  It  could  do  no  more*  for  when  it 
advanced  pieces  of  sharp  shale  flew  from  the 
windows*  To  these  were  added  from  time  to  time 
showers  of  scalding  water*  We  saw  red  heads 
\  bobbing  up  and  down  in  the  hut*  The  family  of 
Namgay  Doola  were  aiding  their  sire,  and  blood' 
curdling  yells  of  defiance  were  the  only  answers  to 
our  prayers* 

4 Never/  said  the  King,  puffing,  'has  such  a 
thing  befallen  my  State*  Next  year  I  will 
certainly  buy  a  little  cannon/  He  looked  at  me 
imploringly. 

'Is  there  any  priest  in  the  Kingdom  to  whom 
he  will  listen  ? '  said  I*  for  a  light  was  beginning  to 
break  upon  me* 

'He  worships  his  own  God/  said  the  Prime 
Minister.  4  We  can  starve  him  out*' 

'Let  the  white  man  approach/  said  Namgay 
Doola  from  within*  '  All  others  I  will  kill.  Send 
me  the  white  man/ 

The  door  was  thrown  open  and  I  entered  the 
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smoky  interior  of  a  Thibetan  hut  crammed  with 
children*  And  every  child  had  flaming  red  hair. 
A  raw  cow's'tail  lay  on  the  floor,  and  by  its  side 
two  pieces  of  black  velvet — my  black  velvet— 
rudely  hacked  into  the  semblance  of  masks. 

'And  what  is  this  shame,  Namgay  Doola?' 
said  I. 

He  grinned  more  winningly  than  ever.  *  There 
is  no  shame/  said  he.  4 1  did  but  cut  off  the  tail 
of  that  man's  cow.  He  betrayed  me.  I  was 
minded  to  shoot  him,  Sahib.  But  not  to  death. 
Indeed  not  to  death.  Only  in  the  legs/ 

4  And  why  at  all,  since  it  is  the  custom  to  pay 
revenue  to  the  King  ?  Why  at  all  ? ' 

4  By  the  God  of  my  father  I  cannot  tell/  said 
Namgay  Doola. 

4  And  who  was  thy  father  ? ' 

4  The  same  that  had  this  gun/  He  showed  me 
his  weapon — a  Tower  musket  bearing  date  1832 
and  the  stamp  of  the  Honourable  East  India 
Company. 

4  And  thy  father's  name  ? '  said  I. 

*  Timlay  Doola/  said  he.  4  At  the  first,  I  being 
then  a  little  child,  it  is  in  my  mind  that  he  wore  a 
red  coat/ 

'Of  that  I  have  no  doubt.  But  repeat  the 
name  of  thy  father  thrice  or  four  times/ 

He    obeyed,    and    I    understood    whence    the 
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puzzling  accent  in  his  speech  came,  'Thimla 
Dhula/  said  he  excitedly.  *  To  this  hour  I  worship 
his  God/ 

'May  I  see  that  God?' 

4  In  a  little  while — at  twilight  time/ 

'Rememberest  thou  aught  of  thy  father's 
speech  ? ' 

4  It  is  long  ago.  But  there  is  one  word  which 
he  said  often.  Thus  "Shun"  Then  I  and  my 
brethren  stood  upon  our  feet,  our  hands  to  our 
sides.  Thus/ 

4  Even  so.    And  what  was  thy  mother  ? ' 

4  A  woman  of  the  hills.  We  be  Lepchas  of 
Darjeeling,  but  me  they  call  an  outlander  because 
my  hair  is  as  thou  seest/ 

The  Thibetan  woman,  his  wife,  touched  him  on 
the  arm  gently.  The  long  parley  outside  the  fort 
had  lasted  far  into  the  day.  It  was  now  close 
upon  twilight — the  hour  of  the  Angelus.  Very 
solemnly,  the  redheaded  brats  rose  from  the  floor 
and  formed  a  semicircle.  Namgay  Doola  laid  his 
gun  against  the  wall,  lighted  a  little  oil  lamp,  and 
set  it  before  a  recess  in  the  wall.  Pulling  aside  a 
curtain  of  dirty  cloth  he  revealed  a  worn  brass 
crucifix  leaning  against  the  helmet*badge  of  a  long 
forgotten  East  India  regiment.  'Thus  did  my 
father/  he  said,  crossing  himself  clumsily.  The 
wife  and  children  followed  suit.  Then  all  together 
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they  struck  up  the  wailing  chant  that  I  heard  on 
the  hillside— 

Dir  han£  mard^i^ycmen  dir 
To  wecree  ala  gee. 

I  was  puzzled  no  longer.  Again  and  again  they 
crooned  as  if  their  hearts  would  break,  their  version 
of  the  chorus  of  the  Wearing  of  the  Green — 

They're  hanging  men  and  women  toof 
For  the  wearing  of  the  green. 

A  diabolical  inspiration  came  to  me*  One  of  the 
brats,  a  boy  about  eight  years  old,  was  watching 
me  as  he  sang,  I  pulled  out  a  rupee,  held  the 
coin  between  finger  and  thumb,  and  looked — only 
looked — at  the  gun  against  the  wall*  A  grin  of 
brilliant  and  perfect  comprehension  overspread  the 
face  of  the  child.  Never  for  an  instant  stopping 
the  song  he  held  out  his  hand  for  the  money,  and 
then  slid  the  gun  to  my  hand,  I  might  have  shot 
Namgay  Doola  as  he  chanted.  But  I  was  satisfied. 
The  blood'instinct  of  the  race  held  true.  Namgay 
Doola  drew  the  curtain  across  the  recess,  Angelus 
was  over, 

4  Thus  my  father  sang.  There  was  much  more, 
but  I  have  forgotten,  and  I  do  not  know  the 
purport  of  these  words,  but  it  may  be  that  the 
God  will  understand.  I  am  not  of  this  people, 
and  I  will  not  pay  revenue/ 
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4  And  why  ?' 

Again  that  soul  *  compelling  grin*  'What 
occupation  would  be  to  me  between  crop  and  crop  ? 
It  is  better  than  scaring  bears.  But  these  people 
do  not  understand/  He  picked  the  masks  from 
the  f loor,  and  looked  in  my  face  as  simply  as  a  child. 

4  By  what  road  didst  thou  attain  knowledge  to 
make  these  devilries  ? '  I  said,  pointing, 

'I  cannot  tell,  I  am  but  a  Lepcha  of  Dar/ 
jeeling,  and  yet  the  stuff 

4  Which  thou  hast  stolen/ 

'Nay,  surely.  Did  I  steal?  I  desired  it  so. 
The  stuff — the  stuff — what  else  should  I  have 
done  with  the  stuff?'  He  twisted  the  velvet 
between  his  fingers, 

'But  the  sin  of  maiming  the  cow — consider 
that?' 

'That  is  true ;  but  oh,  Sahib,  that  man  betrayed 
me  and  I  had  no  thought — but  the  heifer's  tail 
waved  in  the  moonlight  and  I  had  my  knife. 
What  else  should  I  have  done  ?  The  tail  came  off 
ere  I  was  aware.  Sahib,  thou  knowest  more 
than  I/ 

'That  is  true/  said  I,  'Stay  within  the  door, 
I  go  to  speak  to  the  King/ 

The  population  of  the  State  were  ranged  on  the 
hillsides,  I  went  forth  and  spoke  to  the  King, 

'  O  King/  said  I.      '  Touching  this  man  there 
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be  two  courses  open  to  thy  wisdom*  Thou  canst 
either  hang  him  from  a  tree,  he  and  his  brood,  till 
there  remains  no  hair  that  is  red  within  the  land/ 

'Nay/  said  the  King,  'Why  should  I  hurt 
the  little  children  ? ' 

They  had  poured  out  of  the  hut  door  and  were 
making  plump  obeisance  to  everybody.  Namgay 
Doola  waited  with  his  gun  across  his  arm. 

'Or  thou  canst,  discarding  the  impiety  of  the 
cow'inaiming,  raise  him  to  honour  in  thy  Army. 
He  comes  of  a  race  that  will  not  pay  revenue.  A 
red  flame  is  in  his  blood  which  comes  out  at  the 
top  of  his  head  in  that  glowing  hair.  Make  him 
chief  of  the  Army.  Give  him  honour  as  may 
befall,  and  full  allowance  of  work,  but  look  to  it, 
O  King,  that  neither  he  nor  his  hold  a  foot  of 
earth  from  thee  henceforward.  Feed  him  with 
words  and  favour,  and  also  liquor  from  certain 
bottles  that  thou  knowest  of,  and  he  will  be  a 
bulwark  of  defence*  But  deny  him  even  a  tuft  of 
grass  for  his  own.  This  is  the  nature  that  God 
has  given  him.  Moreover  he  has  brethren ' 

The  State  groaned  unanimously. 

4  But  if  his  brethren  come,  they  will  surely  fight 
with  each  other  till  they  die ;  or  else  the  one  will 
always  give  information  concerning  the  other. 
Shall  he  be  of  thy  Army,  O  King  ?  Choose/ 

The  King  bowed  his  head,  and  I  said, 4  Come 
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forth,  Namgay  Doola,  and  command  the  King's 
Army*  Thy  name  shall  no  more  be  Namgay  in 
the  mouths  of  men,  but  Patsay  Doola,  for  as  thou 
hast  said,  I  know/ 

Then  Namgay  Doola,  new  christened  Patsay 
Doola,  son  of  Timlay  Doola,  which  is  Tim  Doolan 
gone  very  wrong  indeed,  clasped  the  King's  feet, 
cuffed  the  standing  Army,  and  hurried  in  an 
agony  of  contrition  from  temple  to  temple,  making 
offerings  for  the  sin  of  cattle  maiming. 

And  the  King  was  so  pleased  with  my  perspi^ 
cacity  that  he  offered  to  sell  me  a  village  for 
twenty  pounds  sterling.  But  I  buy  no  villages  in 
the  Himalayas  so  long  as  one  red  head  flares 
between  the  tail  of  the  heaven^climbing  glacier 
and  the  dark  birch^forest. 

I  know  that  breed. 
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Chief  Engineer's  sleeping  suit  was  of 
yellow  striped  with  blue,  and  his  speech 
was  the  speech  of  Aberdeen,  They  sluiced 
the  deck  under  him,  and  he  hopped  on  to  the 
ornamental  capstan,  a  black  pipe  between  his  teeth, 
though  the  hour  was  not  seven  of  the  morn. 

'Did  you  ever  hear  o'  the  Lang  Men  o' 
Larut?'  he  asked  when  the  man  from  Orizava 
had  finished  a  story  of  an  aboriginal  giant  dis" 
covered  in  the  wilds  of  Brazil  There  was  never 
story  yet  passed  the  lips  of  teller  but  the  Man 
from  Orizava  could  cap  it* 

'No,  we  never  did/  we  responded  with  one 
voice.  The  Man  from  Orizava  watched  the  Chief 
keenly,  as  a  possible  rival. 

4Ym  not  telling  the  story  for  the  sake  of 
talking  merely/  said  the  Chief,  4  but  as  a  warning 
against  betting,  unless  you  bet  on  a  perrfect 
certainty.  The  Lang  Men  o'  Larut  were  just 
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a  certainty*  I  have  had  talk  wi'  them.  Now 
Larut,  you  will  understand,  is  a  dependency,  or 
it  may  be  an  outlying  possession,  o'  the  island  o' 
Penang,  and  there  they  will  get  you  tin  and 
manganese,  an'  it  may  hap  mica,  and  all  manner 
o'  meenerals,  Larut  is  a  great  place/ 

4  But  what  about  the  population  ? '  said  the  Man 
from  Orizava, 

4  The  population/  said  the  Chief  slowly,  4  were 
few  but  enorrmous.  You  must  understand  that, 
exceptin'  the  tin^mines,  there  is  no  special  induce^ 
ment  to  Europeans  to  reside  in  Larut,  The 
climate  is  warm  and  remarkably  like  the  climate  o' 
Calcutta;  and  in  regard  to  Calcutta,  it  cannot 
have  escaped  your  obsairvation  that — 

4  Calcutta  isn't  Larut ;  and  we've  only  just  come 
from  it/  protested  the  Man  from  Orizava, 
4  There's  a  meteorological  department  in  Calcutta, 
too/ 

'Ay,  but  there's  no  meteorological  department 
in  Larut,  Each  man  is  a  law  to  himself.  Some 
drink  whisky,  and  some  drink  brandipanee,  and 
some  drink  cocktails — vara  bad  for  the  coats  o' 
the  stomach  is  a  cocktail — and  some  drink  sangaree, 
so  I  have  been  credibly  informed;  but  one  and 
all  they  sweat  like  the  packing  of  a  piston -head  on 
a  fourrteen'days'  voyage  with  the  screw  racing  half 
her  time.  But,  as  I  was  saying,  the  population  o' 
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Larut  was  five  all  told  of  English — that  is  to  say, 
Scotch — an'  I'm  Scotch,  ye  know/  said  the 
Chief. 

The  Man  from  Orizava  lit  another  cigarette, 
and  waited  patiently*  It  was  hopeless  to  hurry 
the  Chief  Engineer. 

'I  am  not  pretending  to  account  for  the 
population  o'  Larut  being  laid  down  according 
to  such  fabulous  dimensions*  O'  the  five  white 
men  engaged  upon  the  extraction  o'  tin  ore  and 
mercantile  pursuits,  there  were  three  o'  the  sons  o' 
Anak.  Wait  while  I  remember*  Lammitter  was 
the  first  by  two  inches — a  giant  in  the  land,  an'  a 
terreefic  man  to  cross  in  his  ways*  From  heel  to 
head  he  was  six  feet  nine  inches,  and  proportionately 
built  across  and  through  the  thickness  of  his  body* 
Six  good  feet  nine  inches — an  overbearin'  man. 
Next  to  him,  and  I  have  forgotten  his  precise 
business,  was  Sandy  Vowle*  And  he  was  six  feet 
seven,  but  lean  and  lathy,  and  it  was  more  in  the 
elasteecity  of  his  neck  that  the  height  lay  than  in 
any  honesty  o'  bone  and  sinew.  Five  feet  and  a 
few  odd  inches  may  have  been  his  real  height* 
The  remainder  came  out  when  he  held  up  his  head, 
and  six  feet  seven  he  was  upon  the  door^sills.  I 
took  his  measure  in  chalk  standin'  on  a  chair* 
And  next  to  him,  but  a  proportionately  made  man* 
ruddy  and  of  a  fair  countenance,  was  Jock  Coan — 
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that  they  called  the  Fir  Gone*  He  was  but  six 
feet  five,  and  a  child  beside  Lammitter  and  Vowle. 
When  the  three  walked  out  together,  they  made  a 
scunner  run  through  the  colony  o'  Larut.  The 
Malays  ran  round  them  as  though  they  had  been 
the  giant  trees  in  the  Yosemite  Valley — these  three 
Lang  Men  o'  Larut.  It  was  perfectly  ridiculous— 
a  lusus  nature— that  one  little  place  should  have 
contained  maybe  the  three  tallest  ordinal  men 
upon  the  face  o'  the  earth. 

4  Obsairve  now  the  order  o'  things.  For  it  led 
to  the  finest  big  drink  in  Larut,  and  six  sore  heads 
the  morn  that  endured  for  a  week.  I  am  against 
immoderate  liquor,  but  the  event  to  follow  was  a 
justification.  You  must  understand  that  many 
coasting  steamers  call  at  Larut  wi'  strangers  o'  the 
mercantile  profession.  In  the  spring  time,  when 
the  young  cocoa-nuts  were  ripening,  and  the  trees 
o'  the  forests  were  putting  forth  their  leaves,  there 
came  an  American  man  to  Larut,  and  he  was  six 
feet  three,  or  it  may  have  been  four,  in  his  stockings. 
He  came  on  business  from  Sacramento,  but  he 
stayed  for  pleasure  wi'  the  Lang  Men  o'  Larut. 
Less  than  a  half  o'  the  population  were  ordinal 
in  their  girth  and  stature,  ye  will  understand — 
Howson  and  Nailor,  merchants,  five  feet  nine  or 
thereabouts.  He  had  business  with  those  two, 
and  he  stood  above  them  from  the  six  feet  three.* 
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dom  o'  his  height  till  they  went  to  drink.  In  the 
course  o'  conversation  he  said,  as  tall  men  will, 
things  about  his  height,  and  the  trouble  of  it  to 
him*  That  was  his  pride  o'  the  flesh* 

'"As    the    longest   man    in    the   island " 

he  said,  but  there  they  took  him  up  and  asked  if 
he  were  sure, 

4 "  I  say  I  am  the  longest  man  in  the  island/'  he 
said,  4i  and  on  that  111  bet  my  substance/' 

*  They  laid  down  the  bedplates  of  a  big  drink 
then  and  there,  and  put  it  aside  while  they  called 
Jock  Coan  from  his  house,  near  by  among  the 
fireflies'  winking. 

"  How's  a'  wi'  you  ?  "  said  Jock,  and  came  in 
by  the  side  o'  the  Sacramento  profligate,  two  inches, 
or  it  may  have  been  one,  taller  than  he. 

4 "  You're  long,"  said  the  man,  opening  his  eyes. 
"But  I  am  longer."  An'  they  sent  a  whistle 
through  the  night  an'  howkit  out  Sandie  Vowle 
from  his  bit  bungalow,  and  he  came  in  an'  stood 
by  the  side  o'  Jock,  an'  the  pair  just  fillit  the  room 
to  the  ceilingxdoth. 

4  The  Sacramento  man  was  a  euchre-player  and 
a  most  profane  s weerer*  44  You  hold  both  Bowers," 
he  said, 4i  but  the  Joker  is  with  me." 

4  4i  Fair  an'  softly,"  says  Nailor.  4<  Jock,  whaur's 
Lang  Lammitter  ?  " 

4  44  Here,"    says    that    man,    putting    his    leg 
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through  the  window  and  coming  in  like  an 
anaconda  o'  the  desert  furlong  by  furlong,  one 
foot  in  Penang  and  one  in  Batavia,  and  a  hand  in 
North  Borneo  it  may  be. 

'"Are  you  suited?"  said  Nailor,  when  the 
hinder  end  o'  Lang  Lammitter  was  slidden  through 
the  sill  an'  the  head  of  Lammitter  was  lost  in  the 
smoke  away  above. 

4  The  American  man  took  out  his  card  and  put 
it  on  the  table.  "  Esdras  B,  Longer  is  my  name, 
America  is  my  nation,  'Frisco  is  my  resting-place, 
but  this  here  beats  Creation/'  said  he.  "Boys, 
giants — side-show  giants — I  minded  to  slide  out  of 
my  bet  if  I  had  been  overtopped,  on  the  strength 
of  the  riddle  on  this  paste-board.  I  would  have 
done  it  if  you  had  topped  me  even  by  three  inches, 
but  when  it  comes  to  feet — yards — miles,  I  am  not 
the  man  to  shirk  the  biggest  drink  that  ever  made 
the  travellers'-joy  palm  blush  with  virginal  indigna- 
tion, or  the  orang-outang  and  the  perambulating 
dyak  howl  with  envy.  Set  them  up  and  continue 
till  the  final  conclusion." 

4  O  mon,  I  tell  you  'twas  an  awful  sight  to  see 
those  four  giants  threshing  about  the  house  and 
the  island,  and  tearin'  down  the  pillars  thereof  an' 
throwing  palm-trees  broadcast,  and  currling  their 
long  legs  round  the  hills  o'  Larut.  An  awfu' 
sight !  I  was  there.  I  did  not  mean  to  tell  you, 
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but  it's  out  now.    I  was  not  overcome,  for  I  e'en 
sat  me  down  under  the  pieces  o'  the  table  at  four 
the  morn  an'  meditated  upon  the  strangeness  of 
things. 
4  Losh,  yon's  the  breakf ast^bell ! ' 
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^TT"THE  orang-outang  in  the  big  iron  cage  lashed 
to  the  sheep'pen  began  the  discussion.  The 
A  night  was  stiflingly  hot,  and  as  I  and  Hans 
Breitmann,  the  big-beamed  German,  passed  him, 
dragging  our  bedding  to  the  f ore '  peak  of  the 
steamer,  he  roused  himself  and  chattered  obscenely. 
He  had  been  caught  somewhere  in  the  Malayan 
Archipelago,  and  was  going  to  England  to  be 
exhibited  at  a  shilling  a  head.  For  four  days  he 
had  struggled,  yelled,  and  wrenched  at  the  heavy 
bars  of  his  prison  without  ceasing,  and  had  nearly 
slain  a  Lascar,  incautious  enough  to  come  within 
reach  of  the  great  hairy  paw. 

4  It  would  be  well  for  you,  mine  friend,  if  you 
was  a  liddle  seasick/  said  Hans  Breitmann,  pausing 
by  the  cage.  'You  haf  too  much  Ego  in  your 
Cosmos/ 

The  orang-outang's  arm  slid  out  negligently 
from  between  the  bars.  No  one  would  have 
believed  that  it  would  make  a  sudden  snakelike 

102 


BERTRAN  AND  BIMI 

rush  at  the  German's  breast.  The  thin  silk  of 
the  sleeping  -  suit  tore  out;  Hans  stepped  back 
unconcernedly  to  pluck  a  banana,  from  a  bunch 
hanging  close  to  one  of  the  boats* 

4  Too  much  Ego/  said  he,  peeling  the  fruit  and 
offering  it  to  the  caged  devil,  who  was  rending  the 
silk  to  tatters* 

Then  we  laid  out  our  bedding  in  the  bows 
among  the  sleeping  Lascars,  to  catch  any  breeze 
that  the  pace  of  the  ship  might  give  us.  The  sea 
was  like  smoky  oil.  except  where  it  turned  to  fire 
under  our  forefoot  and  whirled  back  into  the  dark 
in  smears  of  dull  flame.  There  was  a  thunderstorm 
some  miles  away;  we  could  see  the  glimmer  of 
the  lightning.  The  ship's  cow*  distressed  by  the 
heat  and  the  smell  of  the  ape*beast  in  the  cage* 
lowed  unhappily  from  time  to  time  in  exactly  the 
same  key  as  that  in  which  the  look  *  out  man 
answered  the  hourly  call  from  the  bridge.  The 
trampling  tune  of  the  engines  was  very  distinct* 
and  the  jarring  of  the  aslvlift,  as  it  was  tipped 
into  the  sea,  hurt  the  procession  of  hushed  noise* 
Hans  laid  down  by  my  side  and  lighted  a  good* 
night  cigar*  This  was  naturally  the  beginning  of 
conversation.  He  owned  a  voice  as  soothing  as 
the  wash  of  the  sea,  and  stores  of  experiences  as 
vast  as  the  sea  itself;  for  his  business  in  life 
was  to  wander  up  and  down  the  world,  collecting 
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orchids  and  wild  beasts  and  ethnological  specimens 
for  German  and  American  dealers.  I  watched  the 
glowing  end  of  his  cigar  wax  and  wane  in  the 
gloom,  as  the  sentences  rose  and  fell,  till  I  was 
nearly  asleep.  The  orang-outang,  troubled  by 
some  dream  of  the  forests  of  his  freedom,  began 
to  yell  like  a  soul  in  purgatory,  and  to  pluck 
madly  at  the  bars  of  the  cage. 

4  If  he  was  out  now  dere  would  not  be  much  of 
us  left  hereabout/  said  Hans  lazily.  4  He  screams 
goot.  See,  now,  how  I  shall  tame  him  when  he 
stops  himself/ 

There  was  a  pause  in  the  outcry,  and  from 
Hans'  mouth  came  an  imitation  of  a  snake's  hiss, 
so  perfect  that  I  almost  sprang  to  my  feet.  The 
sustained  murderous  sound  rang  along  the  deck, 
and  the  wrenching  at  the  bars  ceased.  The  orang- 
outang was  quaking  in  an  ecstasy  of  pure 
terror. 

4  Dot  stopped  him/  said  Hans.  4 1  learned  dot 
trick  in  Mogoung  Tanjong  when  I  was  collecting 
liddle  monkeys  for  some  peoples  in  Berlin.  Efery 
one  in  der  world  is  afraid  of  der  monkeys — except 
der  snake.  So  I  blay  snake  against  monkey,  and 
he  keep  quite  still.  Dere  was  too  much  Ego  in 
his  Cosmos.  Dot  is  dere  soul-custom  of  monkeys. 
Are  you  asleep,  or  will  you  listen,  and  I  will  tell 
a  dale  dot  you  shall  not  pelief  ? ' 
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4  There's  no  tale  in  the  wide  world  that  I  can't 
believe/  I  said, 

*  If  you  haf  learned  pelief  you  haf  learned  some- 
dings.  Now  I  shall  try  your  pelief.  Gootl  When 
I  was  collecting  dose  liddle  monkeys — it  was  in  '79 
or  '80,  und  I  was  in  der  islands  of  der  Archipelago — 
over  dere  in  der  dark' — he  pointed  southward  to 
New  Guinea  generally — 'Mein  Gott!  I  would 
sooner  collect  life  red  devils  than  liddle  monkeys. 
When  dey  do  not  bite  off  your  thumbs  dey  are 
always  dying  from  nostalgia — home-sick — for  dey 
haf  der  imperfect  soul,  which  is  midway  arrested  in 
defelopment — und  too  much  Ego,  I  was  dere  for 
nearly  a  year,  und  dere  I  found  a  man  dot  was 
called  Bertran,  He  was  a  Frenchman,  und  he 
was  goot  man— naturalist  to  his  bone,  Dey  said 
he  was  an  escaped  convict,  but  he  was  naturalist, 
und  dot  was  enough  for  me.  He  would  call  all 
der  life  beasts  from  der  forest,  und  dey  would 
come,  I  said  he  was  St,  Francis  of  Assizi  in  a 
new  dransmigration  produced,  und  he  laughed 
und  said  he  haf  never  preach  to  der  fishes.  He 
sold  dem  for  tripang — b&che'de'mer. 

4  Und  dot  man,  who  was  king  of  beasts-tamer 
men,  he  had  in  der  house  shust  such  anoder  as 
dot  devil-animal  in  der  cage — a  great  orang-outang 
dot  thought  he  was  a  man.  He  haf  found  him 
when  he  was  a  child — der  orang-outang — und  he 
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was  child  und  brother  und  opera  comique  all 
round  to  Bertran,  He  had  his  room  in  dot  house 
—not  a  cage,  but  a  room — mit  a  bed  und  sheets, 
und  he  would  go  to  bed  und  get  up  in  der 
morning  und  smoke  his  cigar  und  eat  his  dinner 
mit  Bertran,  und  walk  mit  him  hand  in  hand, 
which  was  most  horrible,  Herr  Gott !  I  haf  seen 
dot  beast  throw  himself  back  in  his  chair  und 
laugh  when  Bertran  haf  made  fun  of  me.  He  was 
not  a  beast;  he  was  a  man,  und  he  talked  to 
Bertran,  und  Bertran  comprehend,  for  I  have  seen 
dem,  Und  he  was  always  politeful  to  me  except 
when  I  talk  too  long  to  Bertran  und  say  nodings 
at  all  to  him.  Den  he  would  pull  me  away— dis 
great,  dark  devil,  mit  his  enormous  paws — shust 
as  if  I  was  a  child.  He  was  not  a  beast ;  he  was  a 
man,  Dis  I  saw  pefore  I  know  him  three  months, 
und  Bertran  he  haf  saw  the  same ;  and  Bimi,  der 
orangoutang,  haf  understood  us  both,  mit  his 
cigar  between  his  big  dog-teeth  und  der  blue  gum. 
'I  was  dere  a  year,  dere  und  at  dere  oder 
islands — somedimes  for  monkeys  und  somedimes 
for  butterflies  und  orchits.  One  time  Bertran  says 
to  me  dot  he  will  be  married,  because  he  haf 
found  a  girl  dot  was  goot,  und  he  enquire  if  this 
marrying  idee  was  right,  I  would  not  say, 
pecause  it  was  not  me  dot  was  going  to  be  married, 
Den  he  go  off  courting  der  girl — she  was  a  half' 
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caste  French  girl — very  pretty,  Haf  you  got  a 
new  light  for  my  cigar?  Ouf!  Very  pretty. 
Only  I  say,  "Haf  you  thought  of  Bimi?  If  he 
pull  me  away  when  I  talk  to  you,  what  will  he  do 
to  your  wife?  He  will  pull  her  in  pieces.  If  I 
was  you,  Bertran,  I  would  gif  my  wife  for  wedding- 
present  der  stuff  figure  of  Bimi/'  By  dot  time  I 
had  learned  some  dings  about  der  monkey  peoples. 
44  Shoot  him  ?  "  says  Bertran.  44  He  is  your  beast/' 
I  said ;  44  if  he  was  mine  he  would  be  shot  now ! " 

4  Den  I  felt  at  der  back  of  my  neck  der  fingers 
of  Bimi.  Mein  Gott !  I  tell  you  dot  he  talked 
through  dose  fingers.  It  was  der  deaf-and-dumb 
alphabet  all  gomplete.  He  slide  his  hairy  arm 
round  my  neck,  und  he  tilt  up  my  chin  und  look 
into  my  face,  shust  to  see  if  I  understood  his  talk 
so  well  as  he  understood  mine. 

44  See  now  dere ! "  says  Bertran,  "  und  you 
would  shoot  him  while  he  is  cuddlin'  you  ?  Dot 
is  der  Teuton  ingrate ! " 

4  But  I  knew  dot  I  had  made  Bimi  a  life's* 
enemy,  pecause  his  fingers  haf  talk  murder  through 
the  back  of  my  neck.  Next  dime  I  see  Bimi  dere 
was  a  pistol  in  my  belt,  und  he  touch  it  once,  und 
I  open  der  breech  to  show  him  it  was  loaded.  He 
haf  seen  der  liddle  monkeys  killed  in  der  woods : 
he  understood. 

4  So  Bertran  he  was  married,  and  he  forgot  clean 

107 


LIFE'S  HANDICAP 

about  Bimi  dot  was  skippin'  alone  on  der  beach 
mit  der  half  of  a  human  soul  in  his  belly,  I  was 
see  him  skip,  und  he  took  a  big  bough  und  thrash 
der  sand  till  he  haf  made  a  great  hole  like  a  grave, 
So  I  says  to  Bertran,  "  For  any  sakes,  kill  BimL 
He  is  mad  mit  der  jealousy/' 

4  Bertran  haf  said,  4i  He  is  not  mad  at  all  He 
haf  obey  und  lofe  my  wife,  und  if  she  speak  he 
will  get  her  slippers/'  und  he  looked  at  his  wife 
agross  der  room.  She  was  a  very  pretty  girl 

'  Den  I  said  to  him, 4t  Dost  dou  pretend  to  know 
monkeys  und  dis  beast  dot  is  lashing  himself  mad 
upon  der  sands,  pecause  you  do  not  talk  to  him  ? 
Shoot  him  when  he  comes  to  der  house,  for  he.  haf 
der  light  in  his  eye  dot  means  killing — und  killing/' 
Bimi  come  to  der  house,  but  dere  was  no  light  in 
his  eye.  It  was  all  put  away,  cunning — so  cunning 
— und  he  fetch  der  girl  her  slippers,  und  Bertran 
turn  to  me  und  say, 44  Dost  dou  know  him  in  nine 
months  more  dan  I  haf  known  him  in  twelve  years  ? 
Shall  a  child  stab  his  fader  ?  I  haf  fed  him,  und 
he  was  my  child.  Do  not  speak  this  nonsense  to 
my  wife  or  to  me  any  more/' 

'  Dot  next  day  Bertran  came  to  my  house  to 
help  me  make  some  wood  cases  for  der  specimens, 
und  he  tell  me  dot  he  haf  left  his  wife  a  liddle 
while  mit  Bimi  in  der  garden*  Den  I  finish  my 
cases  quick,  und  I  say,  4t  Let  us  go  to  your  houses 
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und  get  a  trink."  He  laugh  and  say,  "Come 
along,  dry  mans." 

4  His  wife  was  not  in  der  garden,  und  Bimi  did 
not  come  when  Bertran  called.  Und  his  wife  did 
not  come  when  he  called,  und  he  knocked  at  her 
bedroom  door  und  dot  was  shut  tight — locked. 
Den  he  look  at  me,  und  his  face  was  white.  I 
broke  down  der  door  mit  my  shoulder,  und  der 
thatch  of  der  roof  was  torn  into  a  great  hole,  und 
der  sun  came  in  upon  der  floor.  Haf  you  ever 
seen  paper  in  der  waste-basket,  or  cards  at  whist  on 
der  table  scattered  ?  Dere  was  no  wife  dot  could 
be  seen.  I  tell  you  dere  was  nodings  in  dot  room 
dot  might  be  a  woman.  Der  was  stuff  on  der 
floor  und  dot  was  all.  I  looked  at  dese  things  und 
I  was  very  sick;  but  Bertran  looked  a  liddle 
longer  at  what  was  upon  the  floor  und  der  walls, 
und  der  hole  in  der  thatch.  Den  he  pegan  to 
laugh,  soft  und  low,  und  I  knew  und  thank  Gott 
dot  he  was  mad.  He  nefer  cried,  he  nefer  prayed. 
He  stood  all  still  in  der  doorway  und  laugh  to 
himself.  Den  he  said, 4t  She  haf  locked  herself  in 
dis  room,  and  he  haf  torn  up  der  thatch.  Fi  done  / 
Dot  is  so.  We  will  mend  der  thatch  und  wait  for 
Bimi.  He  will  surely  come/' 

4 1  tell  you  we  waited  ten  days  in  dot  house, 
after  der  room  was  made  into  a  room  again,  und 
once  or  twice  we  saw  Bimi  comin'  a  liddle  way  from 

109 


LIFE'S  HANDICAP 

der  woods*  He  was  afraid  pecause  he  haf  done 
wrong*  Bertran  called  him  when  he  was  come  to 
look  on  the  tenth  day*  und  Bimi  come  skipping 
along  der  beach  und  making  noises,  mit  a  long 
piece  of  black  hair  in  his  hands.  Den  Bertran 
laugh  and  say.  **  Fi  done!"  shust  as  if  it  was  a 
glass  broken  upon  der  table;  und  Bimi  come 
nearer,  und  Bertran  was  honey  "sweet  in  his  voice 
und  laughed  to  himself.  For  three  days  he  made 
love  to  Bimi.  pecause  Bimi  would  not  let  himself 
be  touched.  Den  Bimi  come  to  dinner  at  der  same 
table  mit  us.  und  the  hair  on  his  hands  was  all  black 
und  thick  mit — mit  what  had  dried  on  der  hands. 
Bertran  gave  him  sangaree  till  Bimi  was  drunk  and 
stupid,  und  den — 

Hans  paused  to  puff  at  his  cigar. 

4 And  then?'  said  L 

'Und  den  Bertran  he  kill  him  mit  his  hands, 
und  I  go  for  a  walk  upon  der  beach.  It  was 
Bertran's  own  piziness.  When  I  come  back  der 
ape  he  was  dead,  und  Bertran  he  was  dying  abofe 
him ;  but  still  he  laughed  liddle  und  low  und  he 
was  quite  content.  Now  you  know  der  formula 
of  der  strength  of  der  orang-outang — it  is  more  as 
seven  to  one  in  relation  to  man.  But  Bertran,  he 
haf  killed  Bimi  mit  sooch  dings  as  Gott  gif  him. 
Dot  was  der  miracle/ 

The  infernal  clamour  in  the  cage  recommenced. 
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*  Aha !  Dot  friend  of  ours  haf  still  too  much  Ego 
in  his  Cosmos*  Be  quiet,  dou ! ' 

Hans  hissed  long  and  venomously.  We  could 
hear  the  great  beast  quaking  in  his  cage, 

*  But  why  in  the  world  didn't  you  help  Bertran 
instead  of  letting  him  be  killed  ? '  I  asked, 

'My  friend/  said  Hans,  composedly  stretching 
himself  to  slumber, 4  it  was  not  nice  even  to  mine* 
self  dot  I  should  live  after  I  haf  seen  dot  room  mit 
der  hole  in  der  thatch.  Und  Bertran,  he  was  her 
husband.  Goodnight,  und — sleep  well/ 
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HANS  BREITMANN  paddled  across  the 
deck  in  his  pink  pyjamas,  a  cup  of  tea  in 
one  hand  and  a  cheroot  in  the  other,  when 
the  steamer  was  sweltering  down  the  coast  on  her 
way  to  Singapur*  He  drank  beer  all  day  and  all 
night,  and  played  a  game  called  4  Scairt '  with  three 
compatriots* 

4 1  haf  washed/  said  he  in  a  voice  of  thunder, 
'but,  dere  is  no  use  washing  on  these  hell'seas. 
Look  at  me — I  am  still  all  wet  und  schweatin'* 
It  is  der  tea  dot  makes  me  so*  Boy,  bring  me 
Bilsener  on  ice/ 

4  You  will  die  if  you  drink  beer  before  breakfast/ 
said  one  man,  'Beer  is  the  worst  thing  in  the 
world  for ' 

4  Ya,  I  know — der  liven  I  haf  no  liver,  und  I 
shall  not  die.  At  least  I  will  not  die  obon  dese 
benny  sdeamers  dot  haf  no  beer  fit  to  trink.  If  I 
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should  haf  died,  I  will  haf  don  so  a  hoondert  dimes 
before  now — in  Shermany,  in  New  York,  in  Japon, 
in  Assam,  und  all  over  der  inside  barts  of  South 
Amerique,  Also  in  Shamaica  should  I  haf  died  or 
in  Siam,  but  I  am  here ;  und  der  are  my  orchits 
dot  I  have  drafelled  all  the  vorld  round  to  find/ 

He  pointed  towards  the  wheel,  where,  in  two 
rough  wooden  boxes,  lay  a  mass  of  shrivelled 
vegetation,  supposed  by  all  the  ship  to  represent 
Assam  orchids  of  fabulous  value. 

Now,  orchids  do  not  grow  in  the  main  streets 
of  towns,  and  Hans  Breitmann  had  gone  far  to  get 
his.  There  was  nothing  that  he  had  not  collected 
that  year,  from  kingcrabs  to  white  kangaroos. 

4  Lisden  now/  said  he,  after  he  had  been  speak' 
ing  for  not  much  more  than  ten  minutes  without 
a  pause ;  4  Lisden  und  I  will  dell  you  a  sdory  to 
show  how  bad  und  worse  it  is  to  go  gollectin'  und 
belief  vot  anoder  fool  haf  said,  Dis  was  in 
Uraguay  which  was  in  Amerique — North  or  Sout' 
you  would  not  know — und  I  was  hoontin'  orchits 
und  aferydings  else  dot  I  could  back  in  my  kan- 
asters  —  dot  is  drafelling  sbecimenxgaces,  Dere 
vas  den  mit  me  anoder  man — Reingelder,  dot  vas 
his  name — und  he  vas  hoontin*  also,  but  only  coral' 
snakes — joost  Uraguay  coral-snakes — aferykind 
you  could  imagine,  I  dell  you  a  coral-snake  is  a 
peauty — all  red  und  white  like  coral  dot  has  been 
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gestrung  in  bands  upon  der  neck  of  a  girl  Dere 
is  one  snake  howefer  dot  we  who  gollect  know  ash 
der  Sherman  Flag,  pecause  id  is  red  und  plack  und 
white,  joost  like  a  sausage  mit  druffles.  Reingelder 
he  was  naturalist — goot  man — goot  trinker — better 
as  me !  "  By  Gott,"  said  Reingelder,  "  I  will  get 
a  Sherman  Flag  snake  or  I  will  die/'  Und  we 
toorned  all  Uraguay  upside^behint  all  pecause  of 
dot  Sherman  Flag, 

4  Von  day  when  we  was  in  none  knows  where 
— shwingin'  in  our  hummocks  among  der  woods, 
oop  comes  a  natif  woman  mit  a  Sherman  Flag  in 
a  bickle  -  bottle — my  bickle '  bottle — und  we  both 
fell  from  our  hummocks  flat  ubon  our  pot—what 
you  call  stomach — mit  shoy  at  dis  thing*  Now 
I  was  gollectin'  orchits  also,  und  I  knowed  dot 
der  idee  of  life  to  Reingelder  vas  dis  Sherman 
Flag.  Derefore  I  bicked  myselfs  oop  und  I  said, 
"Reingelder  dot  is  your  find/'  —  "Heart's  true 
friend,  dou  art  a  goot  man,"  said  Reingelder,  und 
mit  dot  he  obens  der  bickle^bottle,  und  der  natif 
woman  she  shqueals,  "  Herr  Gott !  It  will  bite/' 
I  said — pecause  in  Uraguay  a  man  must  be  careful 
of  der  insects — "Reingelder  shpifligate  her  in  der 
alcohol  und  den  she  will  be  all  right/'—"  Nein," 
said  Reingelder,  "  I  will  der  shnake  alife  examine* 
Dere  is  no  fear.  Der  coral  *  snakes  are  mitout 
shting^apparatus  brofided."  Boot  I  looked  at  her 
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het,  und  she  vas  der  het  of  a  boison-shnake — der 
true  viper  cranium,  narrow  und  contract*  "  It  is 
not  goot,"  said  I,  "she  may  bite  und  den — we 
are  tree  hoondert  mile  from  afery wheres,  Broduce 
der  alcohol  und  bickle  him  alife."  Reingelder  he 
had  him  in  his  hand — grawlin'  und  grawlin'  as 
slow  as  a  woorm  und  dwice  as  guiet*  "  Nonsense," 
says  Reingelder,  "  Yates  haf  said  dot  not  von  of 
der  coraLsnakes  haf  der  sack  of  boison,"  Yates 
vas  der  crate  authorite  ubon  der  reptilia  of  Sout' 
Amerique,  He  haf  written  a  book.  You  do  not 
know,  of  course,  but  he  vas  a  crate  authorite, 

4 1  gum  my  eye  upon  der  Sherman  Flag,  grawlin* 
und  grawlin'  in  Reingelder's  fist,  und  der  het  vas 
not  der  het  of  innocence,  "Mein  Gott,"  I  said, 
44  It  is  you  dot  will  get  der  sack — der  sack  from 
dis  life  here  pelow  I " 

1 "  Den  you  may  haf  der  snake,"  says  Reingelder, 
pattin'  it  ubon  her  het,  "Sec  now,  I  will  show 
you  vat  Yates  haf  written ! " 

4  Und  mit  dot  he  went  indo  his  dent,  unt  brung 
out  his  big  book  of  Yates;  der  Sherman  Flag 
grawlin'  in  his  fist.  44  Yates  haf  said,"  said  Rein^ 
gel  der,  und  he  thro  wed  oben  der  book  in  der  fork 
of  his  fist  und  read  der  passage,  proofin'  conglusive- 
ment  dot  nefer  coral'Snake  bite  vas  boison.  Den 
he  shut  der  book  mit  a  bang,  und  dot  shqueeze 
der  Sherman  Flag,  und  she  nip  once  und  dwice. 
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"Der  liddle  fool  he  haf  bit  me,"  says  Reingelder. 

'Dese  things  was  before  we  know  apout  der 
permanganat'potash  injection,  I  was  discomfordx 
able, 

'"Die  oop  der  arm,  Reingelder,"  said  I,  "und 
trink  whisky  ontil  you  can  no  more  trink." 

'"Trink  ten  tousand  tevils!  I  will  go  to 
dinner,"  said  Reingelder,  und  he  put  her  afay, 
und  it  vas  very  red  mit  emotion. 

'We  lifed  upon  soup,  horse-flesh,  und  beans 
for  dinner,  but  before  we  vas  eaten  der  soup, 
Reingelder  he  haf  hold  of  his  arm  und  cry,  "  It  is 
genumben  to  der  clavicle.  I  am  a  dead  man; 
und  Yates  he  haf  lied  in  brint ! " 

4 1  dell  you  it  vas  most  sad,  for  der  symbtoms 
dot  came  vas  all  dose  of  strychnine.  He  vas 
doubled  into  big  knots,  und  den  undoubled,  und 
den  redoubled  mooch  worse  dan  pefore,  und  he 
frothed.  I  vas  mit  him,  saying  "Reingelder  dost 
dou  know  me  ?  "  but  he  himself,  der  inward  gon^ 
ciousness  part,  was  peyond  knowledge,  und  so  I 
know  he  vas  not  in  bain.  Den  he  wrop  himself 
oop  in  von  dremendous  knot  und  den  he  died — 
all  alone  mit  me  in  Uraguay.  I  was  sorry  for  I 
lofed  Reingelder,  und  I  puried  him,  und  den  I 
took  der  coraLsnake — dot  Sherman  Flag — so  bad 
und  dreacherous,  und  I  bickled  him  alife. 

4  So  I  got  him :  und  so  I  lost  Reingelder/ 
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'  TTF  you  go  once  round  the  world  in  an  easterly 

direction,  you  gain  one  day/  said  the  men  of 

-*•    science  to  John  Hay*     In  after  years  John 

Hay  went  east,  west,  north,  and  south,  transacted 

business,  made  love,  and  begat  a  family,  as  have 

done  many  men,  and  the  scientific  information 

above  recorded  lay  neglected  in  the  deeps  of  his 

mind  with  a  thousand  other  matters  of  equal 

importance. 

When  a  rich  relative  died,  he  found  himself 
wealthy  beyond  any  reasonable  expectation  that 
he  had  entertained  in  his  previous  career,  which 
had  been  a  chequered  and  evil  one.  Indeed,  long 
before  the  legacy  came  to  him,  there  existed  in  the 
brain  of  John  Hay  a  little  cloud — a  momentary 
obscuration  of  thought  that  came  and  went  almost 
before  he  could  realise  that  there  was  any  solution 
of  continuity.  So  do  the  bats  flit  round  the  eaves 
of  a  house  to  show  that  the  darkness  is  falling. 
He  entered  upon  great  possessions,  in  money, 
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land,  and  houses ;  but  behind  his  delight  stood  a 
ghost  that  cried  out  that  his  enjoyment  of  these 
things  should  not  be  of  long  duration.  It  was 
the  ghost  of  the  rich  relative,  who  had  been  per" 
mitted  to  return  to  earth  to  torture  his  nephew 
into  the  grave.  Wherefore,  under  the  spur  of  this 
constant  reminder,  John  Hay,  always  preserving 
the  air  of  heavy  business-like  stolidity  that  hid 
the  shadow  on  his  mind,  turned  investments, 
houses,  and  lands  into  sovereigns — rich,  round,  red, 
English  sovereigns,  each  one  worth  twenty  shillings. 
Lands  may  become  valueless,  and  houses  fly 
heavenward  on  the  wings  of  red  flame,  but  till 
the  Day  of  Judgment  a  sovereign  will  always  be 
a  sovereign — that  is  to  say,  a  king  of  pleasures. 

Possessed  of  his  sovereigns,  John  Hay  would 
fain  have  spent  them  one  by  one  on  such  coarse 
amusements  as  his  soul  loved ;  but  he  was  haunted 
by  the  instant  fear  of  Death ;  for  the  ghost  of  his 
relative  stood  in  the  hall  of  his  house  close  to  the 
hayrack,  shouting  up  the  stairway  that  life  was 
short,  that  there  was  no  hope  of  increase  of  days, 
and  that  the  undertakers  were  already  roughing 
out  his  nephew's  coffin.  John  Hay  was  generally 
alone  in  the  house,  and  even  when  he  had  company, 
his  friends  could  not  hear  the  clamorous  uncle.  The 
shadow  inside  his  brain  grew  larger  and  blacker, 
.His  fear  of  death  was  driving  John  Hay  mad. 
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Then,  from  the  deeps  of  his  mind,  where  he 
had  stowed  away  all  his  discarded  information,  rose 
to  light  the  scientific  fact  of  the  easterly  journey, 
On  the  next  occasion  that  his  uncle  shouted  up  the 
stairway  urging  him  to  make  haste  and  live,  a 
shriller  voice  cried,  'Who  goes  round  the  world 
once  easterly,  gains  one  day/ 

His  growing  diffidence  and  distrust  of  mankind 
made  John  Hay  unwilling  to  give  this  precious 
message  of  hope  to  his  friends.  They  might  take 
it  up  and  analyse  it.  He  was  sure  it  was  true,  but 
it  would  pain  him  acutely  were  rough  hands  to 
examine  it  too  closely.  To  him  alone  of  all  the 
toiling  generations  of  mankind  had  the  secret  of 
immortality  been  vouchsafed.  It  would  be  impious 
— against  all  the  designs  of  the  Creator — to  set 
mankind  hurrying  eastward.  Besides,  this  would 
crowd  the  steamers  inconveniently,  and  John  Hay 
wished  of  all  things  to  be  alone.  If  he  could  get 
round  the  world  in  two  months — some  one  of 
whom  he  had  read,  he  could  not  remember  the 
name,  had  covered  the  passage  in  eighty  days — he 
would  gain  a  clear  day ;  and  by  steadily  continu^ 
ing  to  do  it  for  thirty  years,  would  gain  one 
hundred  and  eighty  days,  or  nearly  the  half  of  a 
year.  It  would  not  be  much,  but  in  course  of  time, 
as  civilisation  advanced,  and  the  Euphrates  Valley 
Railway  was  opened,  he  could  improve  the  pace, 
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Armed  with  many  sovereigns,  John  Hay,  in  the 
thirty-fifth  year  of  his  age,  set  forth  on  his  travels, 
two  voices  bearing  him  company  from  Dover  as  he 
sailed  to  Calais.  Fortune  favoured  him*  The 
Euphrates  Valley  Railway  was  newly  opened,  and 
he  was  the  first  man  who  took  ticket  direct  from 
Calais  to  Calcutta — thirteen  days  in  the  train* 
Thirteen  days  in  the  train  are  not  good  for  the 
nerves;  but  he  covered  the  world  and  returned 
to  Calais  from  America  in  twelve  days  over  the 
two  months,  and  started  afresh  with  four  and 
twenty  hours  of  precious  time  to  his  credit. 
Three  years  passed,  and  John  Hay  religiously 
went  round  this  earth  seeking  for  more  time 
wherein  to  enjoy  the  remainder  of  his  sovereigns. 
He  became  known  on  many  lines  as  the  man  who 
wanted  to  go  on ;  when  people  asked  him  what  he 
was  and  what  he  did,  he  answered— 

4  I'm  the  person  who  intends  to  live,  and  I  am 
trying  to  do  it  now/ 

His  days  were  divided  between  watching  the 
white  wake  spinning  behind  the  stern  of  the 
swiftest  steamers,  or  the  brown  earth  flashing  past 
the  windows  of  the  fastest  trains ;  and  he  noted  in 
a  pocket-book  every  minute  that  he  had  railed  or 
screwed  out  of  remorseless  eternity. 

'This  is  better  than  praying  for  long  life/ 
quoth  John  Hay  as  he  turned  his  face  eastward 
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for  his  twentieth  trip*  The  years  had  done  more 
for  him  than  he  dared  to  hope.  By  the  extension 
of  the  Brahmaputra  Valley  line  to  meet  the  newly* 
developed  China  Midland,  the  Calais  railway  ticket 
held  good  via  Karachi  and  Calcutta  to  Hongkong* 
The  round  trip  could  be  managed  in  a  fraction 
over  forty-seven  days,  and,  filled  with  fatal  exulta* 
tion,  John  Hay  told  the  secret  of  his  longevity  to 
his  only  friend,  the  house-keeper  of  his  rooms  in 
London.  He  spoke  and  passed ;  but  the  woman 
was  one  of  resource,  and  immediately  took  counsel 
with  the  lawyers  who  had  first  informed  John  Hay 
of  his  golden  legacy.  Very  many  sovereigns  still 
remained,  and  another  Hay  longed  to  spend  them 
on  things  more  sensible  than  railway  tickets  and 
steamer  accommodation. 

The  chase  was  long,  for  when  a  man  is  journey* 
ing  literally  for  the  dear  life,  he  does  not  tarry 
upon  the  road.  Round  the  world  Hay  swept 
anew,  and  overtook  the  wearied  Doctor,  who  had 
been  sent  out  to  look  for  him,  in  Madras.  It  was 
there  that  he  found  the  reward  of  his  toil  and  the 
assurance  of  a  blessed  immortality.  In  half  an 
hour  the  Doctor,  watching  always  the  parched  lips, 
the  shaking  hands,  and  the  eye  that  turned  eternally 
to  the  east,  won  John  Hay  to  rest  in  a  little  house 
close  to  the  Madras  surf.  All  that  Hay  need  do 
was  to  hang  by  ropes  from  the  roof  of  the  room 
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and  let  the  round  earth  swing  free  beneath  him. 
This  was  better  than  steamer  or  train,  for  he  gained 
a  day  in  a  day,  and  was  thus  the  equal  of  the 
undying  sun.  The  other  Hay  would  pay  his 
expenses  throughout  eternity. 

It  is  true  that  we  cannot  yet  take  tickets  from 
Calais  to  Hongkong,  though  that  will  come  about 
in  fifteen  years ;  but  men  say  that  if  you  wander 
along  the  southern  coast  of  India  you  shall  find  in 
a  neatly  whitewashed  little  bungalow,  sitting  in  a 
chair  swung  from  the  roof,  over  a  sheet  of  thin 
steel  which  he  knows  so  well  destroys  the  attrac^ 
tion  of  the  earth,  an  old  and  worn  man  who  for 
ever  faces  the  rising  sun,  a  stop-watch  in  his 
hand,  racing  against  eternity.  He  cannot  drink, 
he  does  not  smoke,  and  his  living  expenses  amount 
to  perhaps  twenty  "five  rupees  a  month,  but  he  is 
John  Hay,  the  Immortal.  Without,  he  hears  the 
thunder  of  the  wheeling  world  with  which  he  is 
careful  to  explain  he  has  no  connection  whatever ; 
but  if  you  say  that  it  is  only  the  noise  of  the  surf, 
he  will  cry  bitterly,  for  the  shadow  on  his  brain  is 
passing  away  as  the  brain  ceases  to  work,  and  he 
doubts  sometimes  whether  the  Doctor  spoke  the 
truth. 

4  Why  does  not  the  sun  always  remain  over  my 
head  ? '  asks  John  Hay. 
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t  I  THE  Policeman  rode  through  the  Himalayan 
forest,  under  the  moss'draped  oaks,  and  his 

JL      orderly  trotted  after  him. 

'It's  an  ugly  business,  Bhere  Singh/  said  the 
Policeman.  '  Where  are  they  ? ' 

4  It  is  a  very  ugly  business/  said  Bhere  Singh ; 
4  and  as  for  themt  they  are,  doubtless,  now  frying 
in  a  hotter  fire  than  was  ever  made  of  spruce^ 
branches/ 

'Let  us  hope  not/  said  the  Policeman,  'for, 
allowing  for  the  difference  between  race  and  race, 
it's  the  story  of  Francesca  da  Rimini,  Bhere  Singh/ 

Bhere  Singh  knew  nothing  about  Francesca  da 
Rimini,  so  he  held  his  peace  until  they  came  to 
the  charcoal  <  burners'  clearing  where  the  dying 
flames  said  4whit,  whit,  whit9  as  they  fluttered 
and  whispered  over  the  white  ashes.  It  must  have 
been  a  great  fire  when  at  full  height.  Men  had 
seen  it  at  Donga  Pa  across  the  valley  winking  and 
blazing  through  the  night,  and  said  that  the 
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charcoal-burners  of  Kodru  were  getting  drunk. 
But  it  was  only  Suket  Singh,  Sepoy  of  the  102d 
Punjab  Native  Infantry,  and  Athira,  a  woman, 
burning — burning — burning. 

This  was  how  things  befell ;  and  the  Police- 
man's  Diary  will  bear  me  out. 

Athira  was  the  wife  of  Madu,  who  was  a 
charcoal-burner,  one-eyed  and  of  a  malignant 
disposition.  A  week  after  their  marriage,  he  beat 
Athira  with  a  heavy  stick.  A  month  later,  Suket 
Singh,  Sepoy,  came  that  way  to  the  cool  hills  on 
leave  from  his  regiment,  and  electrified  the  villagers 
of  Kodru  with  tales  of  service  and  glory  under  the 
Government,  and  the  honour  in  which  he,  Suket 
Singh,  was  held  by  the  Colonel  Sahib  Bahadur. 
And  Desdemona  listened  to  Othello  as  Desde- 
monas  have  done  all  the  world  over,  and,  as  she 
listened,  she  loved. 

'I've  a  wife  of  my  own/  said  Suket  Singh, 
4  though  that  is  no  matter  when  you  come  to  think 
of  it.  I  am  also  due  to  return  to  my  regiment 
after  a  time,  and  I  cannot  be  a  deserter — I  who 
intend  to  be  Havildar/  There  is  no  Himalayan 
version  of  4 1  could  not  love  thee,  dear,  as  much, 
Loved  I  not  Honour  more'j  but  Suket  Singh 
came  near  to  making  one. 

4  Never  mind/  said  Athira, 4  stay  with  me,  and, 
if  Madu  tries  to  beat  me,  you  beat  him/ 
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4 Very  good/  said  Suket  Singh;  and  he  beat 
Madu  severely,  to  the  delight  of  all  the  charcoal^ 
burners  of  Kodru. 

4  That  is  enough/  said  Suket  Singh,  as  he  rolled 
Madu  down  the  hillside,  'Now  we  shall  have 
peace/  But  Madu  crawled  up  the  grass  slope 
again,  and  hovered  round  his  hut  with  angry  eyes, 

'He'll  kill  me  dead/  said  Athira  to  Suket 
Singh,  *  You  must  take  me  away/ 

'There'll  be  a  trouble  in  the  Lines,  My  wife 
will  pull  out  my  beard;  but  never  mind/  said 
Suket  Singh,  *  I  will  take  you/ 

There  was  loud  trouble  in  the  Lines,  and  Suket 
Singh's  beard  was  pulled,  and  Suket  Singh's  wife 
went  to  live  with  her  mother  and  took  away  the 
children.  4  That's  all  right/  said  Athira ;  and 
Suket  Singh  said,  4  Yes,  that's  all  right/ 

So  there  was  only  Madu  left  in  the  hut  that 
looks  across  the  valley  to  Donga  Pa;  and,  since 
the  beginning  of  time,  no  one  has  had  any 
sympathy  for  husbands  so  unfortunate  as  Madu, 

He  went  to  Juseen  Daze,  the  wizard^man  who 
keeps  the  Talking  Monkey's  Head, 

'  Get  me  back  my  wife/  said  Madu. 

'  I  can't/  said  Juseen  Daz£, 4  until  you  have  made 
the  Sutlej  in  the  valley  run  up  the  Donga  Pa/ 

'No  riddles/  said    Madu,   and  he  shook  his 
hatchet  above  Juseen  Daze's  white  head* 
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4  Give  all  your  money  to  the  headmen  of  the 
village/  said  Juseen  Daze* ;  '  and  they  will  hold  a 
communal  Council,  and  the  Council  will  send  a 
message  that  your  wife  must  come  back/ 

So  Madu  gave  up  all  his  worldly  wealth, 
amounting  to  twenty^seven  rupees,  eight  annas, 
three  pice,  and  a  silver  chain,  to  the  Council  of 
Kodru.  And  it  fell  as  Juseen  Daze  foretold* 

They  sent  Athira's  brother  down  into  Suket 
Singh's  regiment  to  call  Athira  home,  Suket 
Singh  kicked  him  once  round  the  Lines,  and  then 
handed  him  over  to  the  Havildar,  who  beat  him 
with  a  belt* 

4  Come  back/  yelled  Athira's  brother* 

4  Where  to?  'said  Athira* 

4  To  Madu/  said  he* 

4  Never/  said  she. 

4  Then  Juseen  Daze  will  send  a  curse,  and  you 
will  wither  away  like  a  barked  tree  in  the  spring^ 
time/  said  Athira's  brother.  Athira  slept  over 
these  things. 

Next  morning  she  had  rheumatism.  'I  am 
beginning  to  wither  away  like  a  barked  tree  in  the 
springtime/  she  said.  'That  is  the  curse  of 
Juseen  DazeY 

And  she  really  began  to  wither  away  because 
her  heart  was  dried  up  with  fear,  and  those  who 
believe  in  curses  die  from  curses.  Suket  Singh, 
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too,  was  afraid  because  he  loved  Athira  better 
than  his  very  life.  Two  months  passed,  and 
Athira's  brother  stood  outside  the  regimental 
Lines  again  and  yelped, '  Aha !  You  are  withering 
away.  Come  back/ 

*  I  will  come  back/  said  Athira. 

4  Say  rather  that  we  will  come  back/  said  Suket 
Singh, 

4  Ai ;  but  when  ?  *  said  Athira's  brother, 

4  Upon  a  day  very  early  in  the  morning/  said 
Suket  Singh ;  and  he  tramped  off  to  apply  to  the 
Colonel  Sahib  Bahadur  for  one  week's  leave. 

4 1  am  withering  away  like  a  barked  tree  in  the 
spring/  moaned  Athira. 

'You  will  be  better  soon/  said  Suket  Singh; 
and  he  told  her  what  was  in  his  heart,  and  the  two 
laughed  together  softly,  for  they  loved  each  other. 
But  Athira  grew  better  from  that  hour. 

They  went  away  together,  travelling  third-class 
by  train  as  the  regulations  provided,  and  then  in  a 
cart  to  the  low  hills,  and  on  foot  to  the  high  ones. 
Athira  sniffed  the  scent  of  the  pines  of  her  own 
hills,  the  wet  Himalayan  hills.  4  It  is  good  to  be 
alive/  said  Athira, 

4  Hah  r  said  Suket  Singh,  4  Where  is  the  Kodru 
road,  and  where  is  the  Forest  Ranger's  house  ?  .  .  / 

4  It  cost  forty  rupees  twelve  years  ago/  said  the 
Forest  Ranger  handing  the  gun, 
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4  Here  are  twenty/  said  Suket  Singh, 4  and  you 
must  give  me  the  best  bullets/ 

4  It  is  •very  good  to  be  alive/  said  Athira  wist' 
fully,  sniffing  the  scent  of  the  pine-mould;  and 
they  waited  till  the  night  had  fallen  upon  Kodru 
and  the  Donga  Pa*  Madu  had  stacked  the  dry 
wood  for  the  next  day's  charcoal-burning  on  the 
spur  above  his  house.  'It  is  courteous  in  Madu 
to  save  us  this  trouble/  said  Suket  Singh,  as  he 
stumbled  on  the  pile,  which  was  twelve  feet  square 
and  four  high.  'We  must  wait  till  the  moon 


rises/ 


When  the  moon  rose,  Athira  knelt  upon  the 
pile.  'If  it  were  only  a  Government  Snider/ 
said  Suket  Singh  ruefully,  squinting  down  the 
wire-bound  barrel  of  the  Forest  Ranger's  gun. 

'Be  quick/  said  Athira;  and  Suket  Singh  was 
quick;  but  Athira  was  quick  no  longer.  Then 
he  lit  the  pile  at  the  four  corners  and  climbed  on 
to  it,  reloading  the  gun. 

The  little  flames  began  to  peer  up  between  the 
big  logs  atop  of  the  brushwood.  '  The  Govern- 
ment  should  teach  us  to  pull  the  triggers  with 
our  toes/  said  Suket  Singh  grimly  to  the  moon. 
That  was  the  last  public  observation  of  Sepoy 
Suket  Singh. 

Upon  a  day,  early  in  the  morning,  Madu  came 
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to  the  pyre  and  shrieked  very  grievously,  and  ran 
away  to  catch  the  Policeman  who  was  on  tour  in 
the  district, 

'The  base-born  has  ruined  four  rupees'  worth 
of  charcoal  wood/  Madu  gasped.  'He  has  also 
killed  my  wife,  and  he  has  left  a  letter  which  I 
cannot  read,  tied  to  a  pine  bough/ 

In  the  stiff,  formal  hand  taught  in  the  regimental 
school,  Sepoy  Suket  Singh  had  written — 

'  Let  us  be  burned  together,  if  anything  remain 
over,  for  we  have  made  the  necessary  prayers* 
We  have  also  cursed  Madu,  and  Malak  the  brother 
of  Athira — both  evil  men.  Send  my  service  to 
the  Colonel  Sahib  Bahadur/ 

The  Policeman  looked  long  and  curiously  at 
the  marriage  bed  of  red  and  white  ashes  on  which 
lay,  dull  black,  the  barrel  of  the  Ranger's  gun. 
He  drove  his  spurred  heel  absently  into  a  half* 
charred  log,  and  the  chattering  sparks  flew  upwards. 
'  Most  extraordinary  people/  said  the  Policeman. 

*  Whe'Wt  whew,  ouiou,'  said  the  little  flames. 

The  Policeman  entered  the  dry  bones  of  the 
case,  for  the  Punjab  Government  does  not  approve 
of  romancing,  in  his  Diary. 

'But  who  will  pay  me  those  four  rupees?' 
said  Madu. 
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THE  evening  meal  was  ended  in  Dhunni 
Bhagat's  Chubara,  and  the  old  priests  were 
smoking  or  counting  their  beads.  A  little 
naked  child  pattered  in,  with  its  mouth  wide  open, 
a  handful  of  marigold  flowers  in  one  hand,  and  a 
lump  of  conserved  tobacco  in  the  other.  It. tried 
to  kneel  and  make  obeisance  to  Gobind,  but  it 
was  so  fat  that  it  fell  forward  on  its  shaven  head, 
and  rolled  on  its  side,  kicking  and  gasping,  while 
the  marigolds  tumbled  one  way  and  the  tobacco 
the  other*  Gobind  laughed,  set  it  up  again,  and 
blessed  the  marigold  flowers  as  he  received  the 
tobacco* 

4  From  my  father/  said  the  child.  4  He  has  the 
fever,  and  cannot  come.  Wilt  thou  pray  for  him, 
father  r 

4  Surely,  littlest ;  but  the  smoke  is  on  the 
ground,  and  the  night'chill  is  in  the  air,  and  it  is 
not  good  to  go  abroad  naked  in  the  autumn/ 

'I  have  no  clothes/  said   the  child,  'and   all 
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to'day  I  have  been  carrying  cow-dung  cakes  to 
the  bazar*  It  was  very  hot,  and  I  am  very  tired/ 
It  shivered  a  little,  for  the  twilight  was  cool* 

Gobind  lifted  an  arm  under  his  vast  tattered 
quilt  of  many  colours,  and  made  an  inviting  little 
nest  by  his  side*  The  child  crept  in.  and  Gobind 
filled  his  brass-studded  leather  waterpipe  with  the 
new  tobacco.  When  I  came  to  the  Ghubara  the 
shaven  head  with  the  tuft  atop,  and  the  beady 
black  eyes  looked  out  of  the  folds  of  the  quilt  as 
a  squirrel  looks  out  from  his  nest,  and  Gobind 
was  smiling  while  the  child  played  with  his  beard* 

I  would  have  said  something  friendly,  but 
remembered  in  time  that  if  the  child  fell  ill  after* 
wards  I  should  be  credited  with  the  Evil  Eye,  and 
that  is  a  horrible  possession. 

4  Sit  thou  still,  Thumbling/  I  said,  as  it  made  to 
get  up  and  run  away.  *  Where  is  thy  slate,  and 
why  has  the  teacher  let  such  an  evil  character  loose 
•n  the  streets  when  there  are  no  police  to  protect  us 
weaklings  ?  In  which  ward  dost  thou  try  to  break 
thy  neck  with  flying  kites  from  the  house-tops  ? ' 

4  Nay,  Sahib,  nay/  said  the  child,  burrowing  its 
face  into  Gobind's  beard,  and  twisting  uneasily. 
4  There  was  a  holiday  to-day  among  the  schools, 
and  I  do  not  always  fly  kites.  I  play  ker-li-kit 
like  the  rest/ 

Cricket  is  the  national  game  among  the  school- 
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boys  of  the  Punjab,  from  the  naked  hedge-school 
children,  who  use  an  old  kerosine^tin  for  wicket, 
to  the  B.A/s  of  the  University,  who  compete  for 
the  Championship  belt, 

4  Thou  play  kerlikit !  Thou  art  half  the  height 
of  the  bat  F  I  said, 

The  child  nodded  resolutely.  4  Yea,  I  do  play, 
Perlay'balL  Ow^at!  Ran,  ran,  ran!  I  know 
it  all/ 

4  But  thou  must  not  forget  with  all  this  to  pray 
to  the  Gods  according  to  custom/  said  Gobind,  who 
did  not  altogether  approve  of  cricket  and  Western 
innovations, 

4 1  do  not  forget/  said  the  child  in  a  hushed  voice, 

4  Also  to  give  reverence  to  thy  teacher,  and ' — 
Gobind's  voice  softened — 4  to  abstain  from  pulling 
holy  men  by  the  beard,  little  badling.  Eh,  eh,  eh  ? ' 

The  child's  face  was  altogether  hidden  in  the 
great  white  beard,  and  it  began  to  whimper  till 
Gobind  soothed  it  as  children  are  soothed  all  the 
world  over,  with  the  promise  of  a  story, 

4 1  did  not  think  to  frighten  thee,  senseless 
little  one.  Look  up!  Am  I  angry?  Are,  are, 
are !  Shall  I  weep  too,  and  of  our  tears  make  a 
great  pond  and  drown  us  both,  and  then  thy  father 
will  never  get  well,  lacking  thee  to  pull  his  beard  ? 
Peace,  peace,  and  I  will  tell  thee  of  the  Gods* 
Thou  hast  heard  many  tales  ? ' 
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4  Very  many,  father/ 

4  Now,  this  is  a  new  one  which  thou  hast  not 
heard*  Long  and  long  ago  when  the  Gods  walked 
with  men  as  they  do  to-day,  but  that  we  have 
not  faith  to  see,  Shiv,  the  greatest  of  Gods,  and 
Parbati  his  wife,  were  walking  in  the  garden  of 
a  temple/ 

4  Which  temple  ?  That  in  the  Nandgaon  ward  ? ' 
said  the  child* 

4  Nay,  very  far  away.  Maybe  at  Trimbak  or 
Hurdwar,  whither  thou  must  make  pilgrimage 
when  thou  art  a  man.  Now,  there  was  sitting  in 
the  garden  under  the  jujube  trees,  a  mendicant 
that  had  worshipped  Shiv  for  forty  years,  and  he 
lived  on  the  offerings  of  the  pious,  and  meditated 
holiness  night  and  day/ 

4  Oh  father,  was  it  thou  ? '  said  the  child,  looking 
up  with  large  eyes. 

4  Nay,  I  have  said  it  was  long  ago,  and,  more- 
over, this  mendicant  was  married/ 

4  Did  they  put  him  on  a  horse  with  flowers  on 
his  head,  and  forbid  him  to  go  to  sleep  all  night 
long  ?  Thus  they  did  to  me  when  they  made  my 
wedding/  said  the  child,  who  had  been  married  a 
few  months  before. 

'  And  what  didst  thou  do  ? '  said  I. 

4 1  wept,  and  they  called  me  evil  names,  and 
then  I  smote  her,  and  we  wept  together/ 
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'Thus  did  not  the  mendicant/  said  Gobind; 
4  for  he  was  a  holy  man,  and  very  poor,  Parbati 
perceived  him  sitting  naked  by  the  temple  steps 
where  all  went  up  and  down,  and  she  said  to  Shiv, 
"What  shall  men  think  of  the  Gods  when  the 
Gods  thus  scorn  their  worshippers?  For  forty 
years  yonder  man  has  prayed  to  us,  and  yet  there 
be  only  a  few  grains  of  rice  and  some  broken 
cowries  before  him  after  all.  Men's  hearts  will  be 
hardened  by  this  thing/'  And  Shiv  said, "  It  shall 
be  looked  to/'  and  so  he  called  to  the  temple  which 
was  the  temple  of  his  son,  Ganesh  of  the  elephant 
head,  saying,  "  Son,  there  is  a  mendicant  without 
who  is  very  poor.  What  wilt  thou  do  for  him  ?  " 
Then  that  great  elephant-headed  One  awoke  in 
the  dark  and  answered,  "In  three  days,  if  it  be 
thy  will,  he  shall  have  one  lakh  of  rupees/'  Then 
Shiv  and  Parbati  went  away, 

'But  there  was  a  money-lender  in  the  garden 
hidden  among  the  marigolds' — the  child  looked 
at  the  ball  of  crumpled  blossoms  in  its  hands — 
4  ay,  among  the  yellow  marigolds,  and  he  heard 
the  Gods  talking.  He  was  a  covetous  man,  and 
of  a  black  heart,  and  he  desired  that  lakh  of  rupees 
for  himself.  So  he  went  to  the  mendicant  and 
said,  "  Oh  brother,  how  much  do  the  pious  give 
thee  daily  ?  "  The  mendicant  said,  "  I  cannot  tell. 
Sometimes  a  little  rice,  sometimes  a  little  pulse, 
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and  a  few  cowries  and,  it  has  been,  pickled  mangoes, 
and  dried  fish."' 

4  That  is  good/  said  the  child,  smacking  its  lips. 

4  Then  said  the  money-lender,  "  Because  I  have 
long  watched  thee,  and  learned  to  love  thee  and 
thy  patience,  I  will  give  thee  now  five  rupees  for 
all  thy  earnings  of  the  three  days  to  come.  There 
is  only  a  bond  to  sign  on  the  matter."  But  the 
mendicant  said,  "  Thou  art  mad.  In  two  months 
I  do  not  receive  the  worth  of  five  rupees,"  and  he 
told  the  thing  to  his  wife  that  evening.  She,  being 
a  woman,  said,  "When  did  money-lender  ever 
make  a  bad  bargain  ?  The  wolf  runs  through  the 
corn  for  the  sake  of  the  fat  deer.  Our  fate  is  in 
the  hands  of  the  Gods.  Pledge  it  not  even  for 
three  days." 

'So  the  mendicant  returned  to  the  money- 
lender, and  would  not  sell.  Then  that  wicked 
man  sat  all  day  before  him  offering  more  and  more 
for  those  three  days'  earnings.  First,  ten,  fifty, 
and  a  hundred  rupees ;  and  then,  for  he  did  not 
know  when  the  Gods  would  pour  down  their  gifts, 
rupees  by  the  thousand,  till  he  had  offered  half  a 
lakh  of  rupees.  Upon  this  sum  the  mendicant's 
wife  shifted  her  counsel,  and  the  mendicant  signed 
the  bond,  and  the  money  was  paid  in  silver ;  great 
white  bullocks  bringing  it  by  the  cartload.  But 
saving  only  all  that  money,  the  mendicant 
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nothing  from  the  Gods  at  all,  and  the  heart  of  the 
money-lender  was  uneasy  on  account  of  expecta- 
tion. Therefore  at  noon  of  the  third  day  the 
.money-lender  went  into  the  temple  to  spy  upon 
the  councils  of  the  Gods,  and  to  learn  in  what 
•manner  that  gift  might  arrive.  Even  as  he  was 
making  his  prayers,  a  crack  between  the  stones  of 
the  floor  gaped,  and,  closing,  caught  him  by  the 
heel.  Then  he  heard  the  Gods  walking  in  the 
temple  in  the  darkness  of  the  columns,  and  Shiv 
called  to  his  son  Ganesh,  saying,  "  Son,  what  hast 
thou  done  in  regard  to  the  lakh  of  rupees  for  the 
mendicant  ?  "  And  Ganesh  woke,  for  the  money- 
lender heard  the  dry  rustle  of  his  trunk  uncoiling, 
and  he  answered,  "  Father,  one-half  of  the  money 
has  been  paid,  and  the  debtor  for  the  other  half 
I  hold  here  fast  by  the  heel/' ' 

The  child  bubbled  with  laughter.  'And  the 
money-lender  paid  the  mendicant  ? '  it  said. 

4  Surely,  for  he  whom  the  Gods  hold  by  the 
heel  must  pay  to  the  uttermost.  The  money  was 
paid  at  evening,  all  silver,  in  great  carts,  and  thus 
Ganesh  did  his  work/ 

'Nathu!  OheNathuT 

A  woman  was  calling  in  the  dusk  by  the  door 
of  the  courtyard. 

The  child  began  to  wriggle.  'That  is  my 
mother/  it  said. 
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4  Go  then,  littlest/  answered  Gobind  j  *  but  stay 
a  moment/ 

He  ripped  a  generous  yard  from  his  patchwork^ 
quilt,  put  it  over  the  child's  shoulders,  and  the 
child  ran  away. 
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HIS  Royal  Highness  Abdur  Rahman,  Amir 
of  Afghanistan,  G*C«S»L,  and  trusted 
ally  of  Her  Imperial  Majesty  the  Queen 
of  England  and  Empress  of  India,  is  a  gentleman 
for  whom  all  right-thinking  people  should  have  a 
profound  regard.  Like  most  other  rulers,  he 
governs  not  as  he  would,  but  as  he  can,  and  the 
mantle  of  his  authority  covers  the  most  turbulent 
race  under  the  stars*  To  the  Afghan  neither  life, 
property,  law,  nor  kingship  are  sacred  when  his 
own  lusts  prompt  him  to  rebel  He  is  a  thief  by 
instinct,  a  murderer  by  heredity  and  training,  and 
frankly  and  bestially  immoral  by  all  three*  None 
the  less  he  has  his  own  crooked  notions  of  honour, 
and  his  character  is  fascinating  to  study*  On 
occasion  he  will  fight  without  reason  given  till  he 
is  hacked  in  pieces;  on  other  occasions  he  will 
refuse  to  show  fight  till  he  is  driven  into  a  corner. 
Herein  he  is  as  unaccountable  as  the  gray  wolf, 
who  is  his  blood'brother, 
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And  these  men  His  Highness  rules  by  the  only 
weapon  that  they  understand — the  fear  of  death, 
which  among  some  Orientals  is  the  beginning  of 
wisdom.  Some  say  that  the  Amir's  authority 
reaches  no  farther  than  a  rifle  bullet  can  range; 
but  as  none  are  quite  certain  when  their  king  may 
be  in  their  midst,  and  as  he  alone  holds  every 
one  of  the  threads  of  Government,  his  respect  is 
increased  among  men*  Gholam  Hyder,  the  Conv 
mander '  in '  chief  of  the  Afghan  army,  is  feared 
reasonably,  for  he  can  impale;  all  Kabul  city 
fears  the  Governor  of  Kabul,  who  has  power 
of  life  and  death  through  all  the  wards;  but 
the  Amir  of  Afghanistan,  though  outlying  tribes 
pretend  otherwise  when  his  back  is  turned,  is 
dreaded  beyond  chief  and  governor  together.  His 
word  is  red  law ;  by  the  gust  of  his  passion  falls 
the  leaf  of  man's  life,  and  his  favour  is  terrible, 
He  has  suffered  many  things,  and  been  a  hunted 
fugitive  before  he  came  to  the  throne,  and  he  under< 
stands  all  the  classes  of  his  people.  By  the  custom 
of  the  East  any  man  or  woman  having  a  complaint 
to  make,  or  an  enemy  against  whom  to  be  avenged, 
has  the  right  of  speaking  face  to  face  with  the  king  at 
the  daily  public  audience.  This  is  personal  govern^ 
ment,  as  it  was  in  the  days  of  Harun  al  Raschid  of 
blessed  memory,  whose  times  exist  still  and  will 
exist  long  after  the  English  have  passed  away* 
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The  privilege  of  open  speech  is  of  course  exetv 
cised  at  certain  personal  risk*  The  king  may  be 
pleased,  and  raise  the  speaker  to  honour  for  that 
very  bluntness  of  speech  which  three  minutes  later 
brings  a  too  imitative  petitioner  to  the  edge  of  the 
ever  ready  blade.  And  the  people  love  to  have  it 
so,  for  it  is  their  right* 

It  happened  upon  a  day  in  Kabul  that  the 
Arnir  chose  to  do  his  day's  work  in  the  Baber 
Gardens,  which  lie  a  short  distance  from  the  city 
of  Kabul.  A  light  table  stood  before  him,  and 
round  the  table  in  the  open  air  were  grouped 
generals  and  finance  ministers  according  to  their 
degree*  The  Court  and  the  long  tail  of  .feudal 
chiefs — men  of  blood,  fed  and  cowed  by  blood — 
stood  in  an  irregular  semicircle  round  the  table, 
and  the  wind  from  the  Kabul  orchards  blew  among 
them.  All  day  long  sweating  couriers  dashed  in 
with  letters  from  the  outlying  districts  with 
rumours  of  rebellion,  intrigue,  famine,  failure  of 
payments,  or  announcements  of  treasure  on  the 
road ;  and  all  day  long  the  Amir  would  read  the 
dockets,  and  pass  such  of  these  as  were  less  private 
to  the  officials  whom  they  directly  concerned,  or 
call  up  a  waiting  chief  for  a  word  of  explanax 
tion.  It  is  well  to  speak  clearly  to  the  ruler  of 
Afghanistan.  Then  the  grim  head,  under  the 
black  astrachan  cap  with  the  diamond  star  in 
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front,  would  nod  gravely,  and  that  chief  would 
return  to  his  fellows*  Once  that  afternoon  a 
woman  clamoured  for  divorce  against  her  husband, 
who  was  bald,  and  the  Amir,  hearing  both  sides 
of  the  case,  bade  her  pour  curds  over  the  bare 
scalp,  and  lick  them  off,  that  the  hair  might  grow 
again,  and  she  be  contented*  Here  the  Court 
laughed,  and  the  woman  withdrew,  cursing  her 
king  under  her  breath. 

But  when  twilight  was  falling,  and  the  order 
of  the  Court  was  a  little  relaxed,  there  came 
before  the  king,  in  custody,  a  trembling  haggard 
wretch,  sore  with  much  buffeting,  but  of  stout 
enough  build,  who  had  stolen  three  rupees — of 
such  small  matters  does  His  Highness  take 
cognisance, 

4  Why  did  you  steal  ? '  said  he ;  and  when  the 
king  asks  questions  they  do  themselves  service 
who  answer  directly* 

4 1  was  poor,  and  no  one  gave.  Hungry,  and 
there  was  no  food*' 

*  Why  did  you  not  work  ? ' 

4 1  could  find  no  work,  Protector  of  the  Poor, 
and  I  was  starving*' 

'You  lie.  You  stole  for  drink,  for  lust,  for 
idleness,  for  anything  but  hunger,  since  any  man 
who  will  may  find  work  and  daily  bread*' 

The    prisoner    dropped    his    eyes*      He    had 
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attended  the  Court  before,  and  he  knew  the  ring 
of  the  death-tone* 

'Any  man  may  get  work  Who  knows  this 
so  well  as  I  do  ?  for  I  too  have  been  hungered — 
not  like  you,  bastard  scum,  but  as  any  honest  man 
may  be,  by  the  turn  of  Fate  and  the  will  of  God/ 

Growing  warm,  the  Amir  turned  to  his  nobles 
all  arow  and  thrust  the  hilt  of  his  sabre  aside  with 
his  elbow* 

4  You  have  heard  this  Son  of  Lies  ?  Hear  me 
tell  a  true  tale,  I  also  was  once  starved,  and 
tightened  my  belt  on  the  sharp  belly-pinch.  Nor 
was  I  alone,  for  with  me  was  another,  who  did  not 
fail  me  in  my  evil  days,  when  I  was  hunted,  before 
ever  I  came  to  this  throne.  And  wandering  like 
a  houseless  dog  by  Kandahar,  my  money  melted, 
melted,  melted  till—  He  flung  out  a  bare 
palm  before  the  audience*  4  And  day  upon  day, 
faint  and  sick,  I  went  back  to  that  one  who 
waited,  and  God  knows  how  we  lived,  till  on  a  day 
I  took  our  best  Hhaf—  silk  it  was,  fine  work  of 
Iran,  such  as  no  needle  now  works,  warm,  and  a 
coverlet  for  two,  and  all  that  we  had*  I  brought 
it  to  a  money-lender  in  a  by-lane,  and  I  asked  for 
three  rupees  upon  it*  He  said  to  me,  who  am 
now  the  King,  "  You  are  a  thief*  This  is  worth 
three  hundred*"— "  I  am  no  thief/'  I  answered, 
44  but  a  prince  of  good  blood,  and  I  am  hungry*" 
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-"Prince  of  wandering  beggars/'  said  that 
money-lender,  "  I  have  no  money  with  me,  but  go 
to  my  house  with  my  clerk  and  he  will  give  you 
two  rupees  eight  annas,  for  that  is  all  I  will  lend/' 
So  I  went  with  the  clerk  to  the  house,  and  we 
talked  on  the  way,  and  he  gave  me  the  money, 
We  lived  on  it  till  it  was  spent,  and  we  fared 
hard.  And  then  that  clerk  said,  being  a  young  man 
of  a  good  heart,  "Surely  the  money-lender  will 
lend  yet  more  on  that  lihaf"  and  he  offered  me 
two  rupees*  These  I  refused,  saying,  "  Nay ;  but 
get  me  some  work/'  And  he  got  me  work,  and 
I,  even  I,  Abdur  Rahman,  Amir  of  Afghanistan, 
wrought  day  by  day  as  a  coolie,  bearing  burdens, 
and  labouring  of  my  hands,  receiving  four  annas 
wage  a  day  for  my  sweat  and  backache*  But  he, 
this  bastard  son  of  naught,  must  steal?  For  a 
year  and  four  months  I  worked,  and  none  dare  say 
that  I  lie,  for  I  have  a  witness,  even  that  clerk 
who  is  now  my  friend.' 

Then  there  rose  in  his  place  among  the  Sirdars 
and  the  nobles  one  clad  in  silk,  who  folded  his 
hands  and  said,  'This  is  the  truth  of  God,  for  I, 
who  by  the  favour  of  God  and  the  Amir,  am  such 
as  you  know,  was  once  clerk  to  that  money* 
lender/ 

There  was  a  pause,  and  the  Amir  cried  hoarsely 
to  the  prisoner,  throwing  scorn  upon  him,  till  he 

143 


LIFE'S  HANDICAP 

ended  with  the  dread  '  Dar  arid!  which  clinches 
justice* 

So  they  led  the  thief  away,  and  the  whole  of 
him  was  seen  no  more  together;  and  the  Court 
rustled  out  of  its  silence,  whispering,  *  Before  God 
and  the  Prophet,  but  this  is  a  man ! ' 
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*1T  7f"Y  newly  "purchased  house  furniture  was, 
I  \/ 1  at  the  least,  insecure ;  the  legs  parted  from 
•A.  V  A.  the  chairs,  and  the  tops  from  the  tables 
on  the  slightest  provocation.  But  such  as  it  was, 
it  was  to  be  paid  for,  and  Ephraim,  agent  and 
collector  for  the  local  auctioneer,  waited  in  the 
veranda  with  the  receipt.  He  was  announced 
by  the  Mahomedan  servant  as  4  Ephraim,  Yahudi ' 
— Ephraim  the  Jew.  He  who  believes  in  the 
Brotherhood  of  Man  should  hear  my  Elahi  Bukhsh 
grinding  the  second  word  through  his  white  teeth 
with  all  the  scorn  he  dare  show  before  his  master* 
Ephraim  was,  personally,  meek  in  manner — so 
meek,  indeed,  that  one  could  not  understand  how 
he  had  fallen  into  the  profession  of  bill'Collecting. 
He  resembled  an  overfed  sheep,  and  his  voice 
suited  his  figure.  There  was  a  fixed,  unvarying 
mask  of  childish  wonder  upon  his  face.  If  you 
paid  him,  he  was  as  one  marvelling  at  your 
wealth ;  if  you  sent  him  away  he  seemed  puzzled 
L.  H.  Vol.11  145 


LIFE'S  HANDICAP 

at  your  hard'heartedness.  Never  was  Jew  more 
unlike  his  dread  breed. 

Ephraim  wore  list  slippers  and  coats  of  duster* 
cloth,  so  preposterously  patterned  that  the  most 
brazen  of  British  Subalterns  would  have  shied 
from  them  in  fear.  Very  slow  and  deliberate  was 
his  speech,  and  carefully  guarded  to  give  offence 
to  no  one.  After  many  weeks,  Ephraim  was 
induced  to  speak  to  me  of  his  friends. 

4  There  be  eight  of  us  in  Shushan,  and  we  are 
waiting  till  there  are  ten.  Then  we  shall  apply 
for  a  synagogue,  and  get  leave  from  Calcutta. 
T>day  we  have  no  synagogue ;  and  I,  only  I,  am 
Priest  and  Butcher  to  our  people.  I  am  of  the 
tribe  of  Judah — I  think,  but  I  am  not  sure.  My 
father  was  of  the  tribe  of  Judah,  and  we  wish 
much  to  get  our  synagogue.  I  shall  be  a  priest  of 
that  synagogue/ 

Shushan  is  a  big  city  in  the  North  of  India, 
counting  its  dwellers  by  the  ten  thousand;  and 
these  eight  of  the  Chosen  People  were  shut  up  in 
its  midst,  waiting  till  time  or  chance  sent  them 
their  full  congregation. 

Miriam  the  wife  of  Ephraim,  two  little  children, 
an  orphan  boy  of  their  people,  Ephraim's  uncle 
Jackrael  Israel,  a  white<haired  old  man,  his  wife 
Hester,  a  Jew  from  Cutch,  one  Hyem  Benjamin, 
and  Ephraim,  Priest  and  Butcher,  made  up  the 
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list  of  the  Jews  in  Shushan.  They  lived  in  one 
house,  on  the  outskirts  of  the  great  city,  amid 
heaps  of  saltpetre,  rotten  bricks,  herds  of  kine, 
and  a  fixed  pillar  of  dust  caused  by  the  incessant 
passing  of  the  beasts  to  the  river  to  drink.  In  the 
evening  the  children  of  the  City  came  to  the 
waste  place  to  fly  their  kites,  and  Ephraim's  sons 
held  aloof,  watching  the  sport  from  the  roof,  but 
never  descending  to  take  part  in  them.  At  the 
back  of  the  house  stood  a  small  brick  enclo- 
sure,  in  which  Ephraim  prepared  the  daily  meat 
for  his  people  after  the  custom  of  the  Jews. 
Once  the  rude  door  of  the  square  was  suddenly 
smashed  open  by  a  struggle  from  inside,  and 
showed  the  meek  bill-collector  at  his  work,  nostrils 
dilated,  lips  drawn  back  over  his  teeth,  and  his 
hands  upon  a  half  -  maddened  sheep.  He  was 
attired  in  strange  raiment,  having  no  relation 
whatever  to  duster  coats  or  list  slippers,  and  a 
knife  was  in  his  mouth.  As  he  struggled  with 
the  animal  between  the  walls,  the  breath  came 
from  him  in  thick  sobs,  and  the  nature  of  the  man 
seemed  changed.  When  the  ordained  slaughter 
was  ended,  he  saw  that  the  door  was  open  and 
shut  it  hastily,  his  hand  leaving  a  red  mark  on  the 
timber,  while  his  children  from  the  neighbouring 
house-top  looked  down  awe-stricken  and  open- 
eyed.  A  glimpse  of  Ephraim  busied  in  one  of 
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his  religious  capacities  was  no  thing  to  be  desired 
twice* 

Summer  came  upon  Shushan.  turning  the 
trodden  waste-ground  to  iron,  and  bringing  sick* 
ness  to  the  city, 

4  It  will  not  touch  us/  said  Ephraim  confidently* 
4  Before  the  winter  we  shall  have  our  synagogue* 
My  brother  and  his  wife  and  children  are  coming 
up  from  Calcutta*  and  then  I  shall  be  the  priest  of 
the  synagogue.' 

Jackrael  Israel,  the  old  man*  would  crawl  out  in 
the  stifling  evenings  to  sit  on  the  rubbish-heap  and 
watch  the  corpses  being  borne  down  to  the  river* 

'It  will  not  come  near  us/  said  Jackrael  Israel 
feebly,  'for  we  are  the  People  of  God,  and  my 
nephew  will  be  priest  of  our  synagogue*  Let  them 
die*'  He  crept  back  to  his  house  again  and  barred 
the  door  to  shut  himself  off  from  the  world  of  the 
Gentile* 

But  Miriam,  the  wife  of  Ephraim.  looked  out  of 
the  window  at  the  dead  as  the  biers  passed  and 
said  that  she  was  afraid.  Ephraim  comforted  her 
with  hopes  of  the  synagogue  to  be*  and  collected 
bills  as  was  his  custom* 

In  one  night  the  two  children  died  and  were 
buried  early  in  the  morning  by  Ephraim*  The 
deaths  never  appeared  in  the  City  returns*  '  The 
sorrow  is  my  sorrow/  said  Ephraim ;  and  this  to 
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him  seemed  a  sufficient  reason  for  setting  at  naught 
the  sanitary  regulations  of  a  large,  flourishing,  and 
remarkably  well^governed  Empire, 

The  orphan  boy,  dependent  on  the  charity  of 
Ephraim  and  his  wife,  could  have  felt  no  gratitude, 
and  must  have  been  a  ruffian*  He  begged  for 
whatever  money  his  protectors  would  give  him, 
and  with  that  fled  down^country  for  his  life,  A 
week  after  the  death  of  her  children  Miriam  left 
her  bed  at  night  and  wandered  over  the  country 
to  find  them?  She  heard  them  crying  behind 
every  bush,  or  drowning  in  every  pool  of  water 
in  the  fields,  and  she  begged  the  cartmen  on  the 
Grand  Trunk  Road  not  to  steal  her  little  ones 
from  her.  In  the  morning  the  sun  rose  and  beat 
upon  her  bare  head,  and  she  turned  into  the  cool 
wet  crops  to  lie  down  and  never  came  back; 
though  Hyem  Benjamin  and  Ephraim  sought  her 
for  two  nights. 

The  look  of  patient  wonder  on  Ephraim's  face 
deepened,  but  he  presently  found  an  explanation, 
4  There  are  so  few  of  us  here,  and  these  people  are 
so  many/  said  he, 4  that,  it  may  be,  our  God  has 
forgotten  us/ 

In  the  house  on  the  outskirts  of  the  city  old 
Jackrael  Israel  and  Hester  grumbled  that  there 
was  no  one  to  wait  on  them,  and  that  Miriam 
bad  been  untrue  to  her  race,  Ephraim  went  out 
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and  collected  bills,  and  in  the  evenings  smoked 
with  Hyem  Benjamin  till,  one  dawning,  Hyem 
Benjamin  died,  having  first  paid  all  his  debts  to 
Ephraim.  Jackrael  Israel  and  Hester  sat  alone  in 
the  empty  house  all  day,  and,  when  Ephraim 
returned,  wept  the  easy  tears  of  age  till  they  cried 
themselves  asleep* 

A  week  later  Ephraim,  staggering  under  a  huge 
bundle  of  clothes  and  cooking-pots,  led  the  old 
man  and  woman  to  the  railway  station,  where  the 
bustle  and  confusion  made  them  whimper* 

4  We  are  going  back  to  Calcutta/  said  Ephraim, 
to  whose  sleeve  Hester  was  clinging*  4  There  are 
more  of  us  there,  and  here  my  house  is  empty/ 

He  helped  Hester  into  the  carriage  and,  turning 
back,  said  to  me, 4 1  should  have  been  priest  of  the 
synagogue  if  there  had  been  ten  of  us*  Surely  we 
must  have  been  forgotten  by  our  God*' 

The  remnant  of  the  broken  colony  passed  out 
of  the  station  on  their  journey  south ;  while  a  Sub- 
altern, turning  over  the  books  on  the  bookstall,  was 
whistling  to  himself 4  The  Ten  Little  Nigger  Boys*' 

But  the  tune  sounded  as  solemn  as  the  Dead 
March* 

It  was  the  dirge  of  the  Jews  in  Shushan* 


150 


THE  LIMITATIONS  OF  PAMBE 
SERANG 

IF  you  consider  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  it 
was  the  only  thing  that  he  could  do*    But 
Pambe*  Serang  has  been  hanged  by  the  neck 
till  he  is  dead,  and  Nurkeed  is  dead  also* 

Three  years  ago.  when  the  Elsass^Lothringen 
steamer  Saarbruck  was  coaling  at  Aden  and  the 
weather  was  very  hot  indeed.  Nurkeed,  the  big  fat 
Zanzibar  stoker,  who  fed  the  second  right  furnace 
thirty  feet  down  in  the  hold,  got  leave  to  go  ashore. 
He  departed  a  'Seedee  boy/  as  they  call  the 
stokers ;  he  returned  the  full  <•  blooded  Sultan  of 
Zanzibar — His  Highness  Sayyid  Burgash,  with  a 
bottle  in  each  hand.  Then  he  sat  on  the  fore^ 
hatch  grating,  eating  salt  fish  and  onions,  and 
singing  the  songs  of  a  far  country.  The  food 
belonged  to  Pambe,  the  Serang  or  head  man  of 
the  lascar  sailors.  He  had  just  cooked  it  for 
himself,  turned  to  borrow  some  salt,  and  when  he 
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came  back  Nurkeed's  dirty  black  fingers  were 
spading  into  the  rice* 

A  serang  is  a  person  of  importance,  far  above 
a  stoker,  though  the  stoker  draws  better  pay* 
He  sets  the  chorus  of  'Hya!  Hulla!  Hee-ahl 
Heh ! '  when  the  captain's  gig  is  pulled  up  to  the 
davits ;  he  heaves  the  lead  too ;  and  sometimes, 
when  all  the  ship  is  lazy,  he  puts  on  his  whitest 
muslin  and  a  big  red  sash,  and  plays  with  the 
passengers'  children  on  the  quarter-deck.  Then 
the  passengers  give  him  money,  and  he  saves  it  all 
up  for  an  orgie  at  Bombay  or  Calcutta,  or  Pulu 
Penang. 

'Ho!  you  fat  black  barrel,  you're  eating  my 
food!'  said  Pambe,  in  the  Other  Lingua  Franca 
that  begins  where  the  Levant  tongue  stops,  and 
runs  from  Port  Said  eastward  till  east  is  west,  and 
the  sealing-brigs  of  the  Kurile  Islands  gossip  with 
the  strayed  Hakodate  junks* 

4  Son  of  Eblis,  monkey-face,  dried  shark's  liver, 
pig-man,  I  am  the  Sultan  Sayyid  Burgash,  and  the 
commander  of  all  this  ship.  Take  away  your 
garbage';  and  Nurkeed  thrust  the  empty  pewter 
rice-plate  into  Pambe's  hand, 

Pambe  beat  it  into  a  basin  over  Nurkeed's 
woolly  head.  Nurkeed  drew  his  sheath-knife  and 
stabbed  Pambe  in  the  leg.  Pambe  drew  his  sheath- 
knife  ;  but  Nurkeed  dropped  down  into  the 
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darkness  of  .the  hold  and  spat  through  the  grating 
at  Pambe,  who  was  staining  the  clean  fore^deck 
with  his  blood. 

Only  the  white  moon  saw  these  things ;  for  the 
officers  were  looking  after  the  coaling,  and  the 
passengers  were  tossing  in  their  close  cabins.  4  All 
right/  said  Pambe — and  went  forward  to  tie  up  his 
leg — *  we  will  settle  the  account  later  on/ 

He  was  a  Malay  born  in  India :  married  once 
in  Burma,  where  his  wife  had  a  cigar*shop  on  the 
Shwe'Dagon  road ;  once  in  Singapore,  to  a  Chinese 
girl;  and  once  in  Madras,  to  a  Mahomedan 
woman  who  sold  fowls.  The  English  sailor 
cannot,  owing  to  postal  and  telegraph  facilities, 
marry  as  profusely  as  he  used  to  do ;  but  native 
sailors  can,  being  uninfluenced  by  the  barbarous 
inventions  of  the  Western  savage.  Pambe  was  a 
good  husband  when  he  happened  to  remember  the 
existence  of  a  wife ;  but  he  was  also  a  very  good 
Malay;  and  it  is  not  wise  to  offend  a  Malay, 
because  he  does  not  forget  anything.  Moreover, 
in  Pambe's  case  blood  had  been  drawn  and  food 
spoiled. 

Next  morning  Nurkeed  rose  with  a  blank  mind* 
He  was  no  longer  Sultan  of  Zanzibar,  but  a  very 
hot  stoker.  So  he  went  on  deck  and  opened  his 
jacket  to  the  morning  breeze,  till  a  sheauVknife 
came  like  a  flying'fish  and  stuck  into  the  wood* 
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work  of  the  cook's  galley  half  an  inch  from  his 
right  armpit*  He  ran  down  below  before  his 
time*  trying  to  remember  what  he  could  have  said 
to  the  owner  of  the  weapon.  At  noon*  when  all 
the  ship's  lascars  were  feeding*  Nurkeed  advanced 
into  their  midst*  and*  being  a  placid  man  with  a 
large  regard  for  his  own  skin,  he  opened  negotia- 
tions* saying*  'Men  of  the  ship*  last  night  I  was 
drunk*  and  this  morning  I  know  that  I  behaved 
unseemly  to  some  one  or  another  of  you*  Who 
was  that  man*  that  I  may  meet  him  face  to  face 
and  say  that  I  was  drunk  ? ' 

Pambe  measured  the  distance  to  Nurkeed's 
naked  breast.  If  he  sprang  at  him  he  might  be 
tripped  up*  and  a  blind  blow  at  the  chest  some- 
times  only  means  a  gash  on  the  breast-bone.  Ribs 
are  difficult  to  thrust  between  unless  the  subject  be 
asleep*  So  he  said  nothing;  nor  did  the  other 
lascars*  Their  faces  immediately  dropped  all  ex- 
pression* as  is  the  custom  of  the  Oriental  when 
there  is  killing  on  the  carpet  or  any  chance  of 
trouble*  Nurkeed  looked  long  at  the  white  eye* 
balls*  He  was  only  an  African,  and  could  not 
read  characters,  A  big  sigh  —  almost  a  groan — 
broke  from  him,  and  he  went  back  to  the  furnaces* 
The  lascars  took  up  the  conversation  where  he  had 
interrupted  it.  They  talked  of  the  best  methods 
of  cooking  rice* 
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Nurkeed  suffered  considerably  from  lack  of 
fresh  air  during  the  run  to  Bombay,  He  only 
came  on  deck  to  breathe  when  all  the  world  was 
about ;  and  even  then  a  heavy  block  once  dropped 
from  a  derrick  within  a  foot  of  his  head,  and  an 
apparently  firm^lashed  grating  on  which  he  set  his 
foot  began  to  turn  over  with  the  intention  of 
dropping  him  on  the  cased  cargo  fifteen  feet  below ; 
and  one  insupportable  night  the  sheath  x  knife 
dropped  from  the  fo'c's'le,  and  this  time  it  drew 
blood.  So  Nurkeed  made  complaint ;  and,  when 
the  Saarbruck  reached  Bombay,  fled  and  buried 
himself  among  eight  hundred  thousand  people,  and 
did  not  sign  articles  till  the  ship  had  been  a  month 
gone  from  the  port  Pambe  waited  too ;  but  his 
Bombay  wife  grew  clamorous,  and  he  was  forced 
to  sign  in  the  Spicheren  to  Hongkong,  because  he 
realised  that  all  play  and  no  work  gives  Jack  a 
ragged  shirt.  In  the  foggy  China  seas  he  thought 
a  great  deal  of  Nurkeed,  and,  when  Elsass'Loth' 
ringen  steamers  lay  in  port  with  the  Spicheren, 
inquired  after  him  and  found  he  had  gone  to 
England  via  the  Cape,  on  the  Grcwelotte.  Pambe 
came  to  England  on  the  Worth.  The  Spicheren 
met  her  by  the  Nore  Light.  Nurkeed  was  going 
out  with  the  Spicheren  to  the  Calicut  coast. 

4  Want  to  find  a  friend,  my  trap^mouthed  coal* 
scuttle  ? '  said  a  gentleman  in  the  mercantile  service* 
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'  Nothing  easier.  Wait  at  the  Nyanza  Docks  till 
he  comes.  Every  one  comes  to  the  Nyanza 
Docks,  Wait,  you  poor  heathen/  The  gentleman 
spoke  truth.  There  are  three  great  doors  in  the 
world  where,  if  you  stand  long  enough,  you  shall 
meet  any  one  you  wish.  The  head  of  the  Suez 
Canal  is  one,  but  there  Death  comes  also ;  Charing 
Cross  Station  is  the  second — for  inland  work ;  and 
the  Nyanza  Docks  is  the  third.  At  each  of  these 
places  are  men  and  women  looking  eternally  for 
those  who  will  surely  come.  So  Pambe  waited  at 
the  docks.  Time  was  no  object  to  him ;  and  the 
wives  could  wait,  as  he  did  from  day  to  day,  week 
to  week,  and  month  to  month,  by  the  Blue 
Diamond  funnels,  the  Red  Dot  smoke-stacks,  the 
Yellow  Streaks,  and  the  nameless  dingy  gypsies  of 
the  sea  that  loaded  and  unloaded,  jostled,  whistled, 
and  roared  in  the  everlasting  fog.  When  money 
failed,  a  kind  gentleman  told  Pambe  to  become  a 
Christian ;  and  Pambe  became  one  with  great 
speed,  getting  his  religious  teachings  between  ship 
and  ship's  arrival,  and  six  or  seven  shillings  a  week 
for  distributing  tracts  to  mariners.  What  the 
faith  was  Pambe  did  not  in  the  least  care ;  but  he 
knew  if  he  said  4  Native  KUis-ti'an,  Sar '  to  men 
with  long  black  coats  he  might  get  a  few  coppers ; 
and  the  tracts  were  vendible  at  a  little  publiohouse 
that  sold  shag  by  the  Mottel/  which  is  even  smaller 
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weight  than  the  4  half -screw/  which  is  less  than  the 
half 'Ounce,  and  a  most  profitable  retail  trade. 

But  after  eight  months  Pambe  fell  sick  with 
pneumonia,  contracted  from  long  standing  still  in 
slush;  and  much  against  his  will  he  was  forced 
to  lie  down  in  his  two-and-sixpenny  room  raging 
against  Fate* 

The  kind  gentleman  sat  by  his  bedside,  and 
grieved  to  find  that  Pambe*  talked  in  strange 
tongues,  instead  of  listening  to  good  books,  and 
almost  seemed  to  become  a  benighted  heathen 
again — till  one  day  he  was  roused  from  semi* 
stupor  by  a  voice  in  the  street  by  the  dock' 
head*  '  My  friend — he/  whispered  Pambe'.  4  Call 
now — call  Nurkeed.  Quick!  God  has  sent 
him!' 

4  He  wanted  one  of  his  own  race/  said  the  kind 
gentleman ;  and,  going  out,  he  called  4  Nurkeed ! ' 
at  the  top  of  his  voice*  An  excessively  coloured 
man  in  a  rasping  white  shirt  and  brand-new  slops, 
a  shining  hat,  and  a  breast'pin,  turned  round* 
Many  voyages  had  taught  Nurkeed  how  to 
spend  his  money  and  made  him  a  citizen  of  the 
world* 

'Hi!  Yes!'  said  he,  when  the  situation  was 
explained*  4  Command  him — black  nigger — when 
I  was  in  the  Saarbruck.  Ole  Pambe*,  good  ole 
Pambe.  Dam  lascar.  Show  him  up,  Sar ' ;  and 
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he  followed  into  the  room.  One  glance  told  the 
stoker  what  the  kind  gentleman  had  overlooked, 
Pambe  was  desperately  poor,  Nurkeed  drove  his 
hands  deep  into  his  pockets,  then  advanced  with 
clenched  fists  on  the  sick,  shouting,  *  Hya,  Pambe, 
Hya!  Hee-ah!  Hulk  I  Hehl  Takilo!  Takilo! 
Make  fast  aft,  Pambe,  You  know,  Pambe,  You 
know  me,  Dekho,  jee!  Look!  Dam  big  fat 
lazy  lascar ! ' 

Pamb£  beckoned  with  his  left  hand.  His  right 
was  under  his  pillow.  Nurkeed  removed  his 
gorgeous  hat  and  stooped  over  Pambe  till  he  could 
catch  a  faint  whisper.  4  How  beautiful ! '  said  the 
kind  gentleman,  *  How  these  Orientals  love  like 
children  V 

'Spit  him  out/  said  Nurkeed,  leaning  over 
Pambe  yet  more  closely, 

4  Touching  the  matter  of  that  fish  and  onions 

'  said  Pambe* — and  sent  the  knife  home 

under  the  edge  of  the  rib  -  bone  upwards  and 
forwards. 

There  was  a  thick  sick  cough,  and  the  body  of 
the  African  slid  slowly  from  the  bed,  his  clutching 
hands  letting  fall  a  shower  of  silver  pieces  that  ran 
across  the  room, 

4  Now  I  can  die ! '  said  Pamb£. 

But  he  did  not  die.  He  was  nursed  back  to 
life  with  all  the  skill  that  money  could  buy,  for 
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the  Law  wanted  him;  and  in  the  end  he  grew 
sufficiently  healthy  to  be  hanged  in  due  and  proper 
form, 

Pamb£  did  not  care  particularly;  but  it  was  a 
sad  blow  to  the  kind  gentleman. 
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'IHVRISONER'S  head  did  not  reach  to  the  top 
l*J  of  the  dock/  as  the  English  newspapers 
•A-  say.  This  case,  however,  was  not  reported 
because  nobody  cared  by  so  much  as  a  hempen 
rope  for  the  life  or  death  of  Little  Tobrah,  The 
assessors  in  the  red  court-house  sat  upon  him  all 
through  the  long  hot  afternoon,  and  whenever 
they  asked  him  a  question  he  salaamed  and 
whined.  Their  verdict  v/as  that  the  evidence  was 
inconclusive,  and  the  Judge  concurred.  It  was 
true  that  the  dead  body  of  Little  Tobrah's  sister 
had  been  found  at  the  bottom  of  the  well,  and 
Little  Tobrah  was  the  only  human  being  within 
a  half  mile  radius  at  the  time ;  but  the  child  might 
have  fallen  in  by  accident.  Therefore  Little  Tobrah 
was  acquitted,  and  told  to  go  where  he  pleased* 
This  permission  was  not  so  generous  as  it  sounds, 
for  he  had  nowhere  to  go  to,  nothing  in  particular 
to  eat,  and  nothing  whatever  to  wear. 

He  trotted  into  the  court'Compound,  and  sat 
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upon  the  welLkerb,  wondering  whether  an  un- 
successful dive  into  the  black  water  below  would 
end  in  a  forced  voyage  across  the  other  Black 
Water.  A  groom  put  down  an  emptied  nose^bag 
on  the  bricks,  and  Little  Tobrah,  being  hungry, 
set  himself  to  scrape  out  what  wet  grain  the  horse 
had  overlooked. 

'O  Thief — and  but  newly  set  free  from  the 
terror  of  the  Law !  Come  along ! '  said  the  groom, 
and  Little  Tobrah  was  led  by  the  ear  to  a  large 
and  fat  Englishman,  who  heard  the  tale  of  the  theft 

4  Hah ! '  said  the  Englishman  three  times  (only 
he  said  a  stronger  word).  *  Put  him  into  the  net 
and  take  him  home/  So  Little  Tobrah  was  thrown 
into  the  net  of  the  cart,  and,  nothing  doubting 
that  he  should  be  stuck  like  a  pig,  was  driven 
to  the  Englishman's  house.  'Hah!'  said  the 
Englishman  as  before.  'Wet  grain,  by  Jove! 
Feed  the  little  beggar,  some  of  you,  and  we'll 
make  a  riding'boy  of  him!  See?  Wet  grain, 
good  Lord ! ' 

'Give  an  account  of  yourself/  said  the  Head 
of  the  Grooms  to  Little  Tobrah  after  the  meal 
had  been  eaten,  and  the  servants  lay  at  ease  in 
their  quarters  behind  the  house.  '  You  are  not  of 
the  groom  caste,  unless  it  be  for  the  stomach's 
sake.  How  came  you  into  the  court,  and  why  ? 
Answer,  little  devil's  spawn ! ' 
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4  There  was  not  enough  to  eat/  said  Little 
Tobrah  calmly*  4  This  is  a  good  place/ 

4  Talk  straight  talk/  said  the  Head  Groom, 4  or 
I  will  make  you  clean  out  the  stable  of  that  large 
red  stallion  who  bites  like  a  camel/ 

'We  be  Telis,  oikpressers/  said  Little  Tobrah, 
scratching  his  toes  in  the  dust*  *  We  were  Tells — 
my  father*  my  mother,  my  brother*  the  elder  by 
four  years,  myself,  and  the  sister*' 

4  She  who  was  found  dead  in  the  well  ? '  said 
one  who  had  heard  something  of  the  trial* 

4  Even  so/  said  Little  Tobrah  gravely.  4  She  who 
was  found  dead  in  the  well*  It  befell  upon  a 
time,  which  is  not  in  my  memory,  that  the  sickness 
came  to  the  village  where  our  oil-press  stood,  and 
first  my  sister  was  smitten  as  to  her  eyes,  and  went 
without  sight,  for  it  was  mata — the  smallpox* 
Thereafter,  my  father  and  my  mother  died  of  that 
same  sickness,  so  we  were  alone — my  brother  who 
had  twelve  years,  I  who  had  eight,  and  the  sister 
who  could  not  see*  Yet  were  there  the  bullock 
and  the  oil-press  remaining,  and  we  made  shift 
to  press  the  oil  as  before*  But  Surjun  Dass,  the 
grain^seller,  cheated  us  in  his  dealings ;  and  it  was 
always  a  stubborn  bullock  to  drive*  We  put 
marigold  flowers  for  the  Gods  upon  the  neck  of 
the  bullock,  and  upon  the  great  grinding^beam 
that  rose  through  the  roof;  but  we  gained 
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nothing  thereby,  and  Surjun  Dass  was  a  hard 


man/ 


4  Bapri-bapt  muttered  the  grooms'  wives,  'to 
cheat  a  child  so !  But  we  know  what  the  bunnia^ 
folk  are,  sisters/ 

'The  press  was  an  old  press,  and  we  were 
not  strong  men— my  brother  and  I;  nor  could 
we  fix  the  neck  of  the  beam  firmly  in  the 
shackle/ 

4  Nay,  indeed/  said  the  gorgeously  'dad  wife  of 
the  Head  Groom,  joining  the  circle,  4  That  is  a 
strong  man's  work.  When  I  was  a  maid  in  my 
father's  house ' 

4  Peace,  woman/  said  the  Head  Groom,  4  Go 
on, boy/ 

4 It  is  nothing/  said  Little  Tobrah,  'The  big 
beam  tore  down  the  roof  upon  a  day  which  is  not 
in  my  memory,  and  with  the  roof  fell  much  of  the 
hinder  wall,  and  both  together  upon  our  bullock, 
whose  back  was  broken.  Thus  we  had  neither 
home,  nor  press,  nor  bullock — my  brother,  myself, 
and  the  sister  who  was  blind.  We  went  crying 
away  from  that  place,  hand^inxhand,  across  the 
fields ;  and  our  money  was  seven  annas  and  six 
pie.  There  was  a  famine  in  the  land.  I  do  not 
know  the  name  of  the  land.  So,  on  a  night  when 
we  were  sleeping,  my  brother  took  the  five  annas 
that  remained  to  us  and  ran  away.  I  do  not  know 
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whither  he  went  The  curse  of  my  father  be  upon 
him*  But  I  and  the  sister  begged  food  in  the 
villages,  and  there  was  none  to  give*  Only  all 
men  said — "  Go  to  the  Englishmen  and  they  will 
give."  I  did  not  know  what  the  Englishmen 
were  ;  but  they  said  that  they  were  white,  living  in 
tents*  I  went  forward ;  but  I  cannot  say  whither 
I  went,  and  there  was  no  more  food  for  myself  or 
the  sister.  And  upon  a  hot  night,  she  weeping 
and  calling  for  food,  we  came  to  a  well,  and  I  bade 
her  sit  upon  the  kerb,  and  thrust  her  in,  for,  in 
truth,  she  could  not  see;  and  it  is  better  to  die 
than  to  starve/ 

'Ai!  Ahi!'  wailed  the  grooms'  wives  in 
chorus;  'he  thrust  her  in,  for  it  is  better  to  die 
than  to  starve ! ' 

*  I  would  have  thrown  myself  in  also,  but  that 
she  was  not  dead  and  called  to  me  from  the  bottom 
of  the  well,  and  I  was  afraid  and  ran.  And  one 
came  out  of  the  crops  saying  that  I  had  killed  her 
and  defiled  the  well,  and  they  took  me  before  an 
Englishman,  white  and  terrible,  living  in  a  tent, 
and  me  he  sent  here.  But  there  were  no  witnesses, 
and  it  is  better  to  die  than  to  starve.  She,  further^ 
more,  could  not  see  with  her  eyes,  and  was  but  a 
little  child/ 

'Was  but  a  little  child/  echoed  the  Head 
Groom's  wife.  'But  who  art  thou,  weak  as 
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a  fowl  and  small  as  a  day^old  colt,  what  art 
thou  ? ' 

4 1  who  was  empty  am  now  full/  said  Little 
Tobrah,  stretching  himself  upon  the  dust  4  And 
I  would  sleep/ 

The  groom's  wife  spread  a  cloth  over  him 
while  Little  Tobrah  slept  the  sleep  of  the  just. 
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ONCE  upon  a  time  there  was  a  coffee-planter 
in  India  who  wished  to  clear  some  forest 
land  for  coffee  x  planting.  When  he  had 
cut  down  all  the  trees  and  burned  the  underwood 
the  stumps  still  remained.  Dynamite  is  expensive 
and  slow  x  fire  slow*  The  happy  medium  for 
stump-clearing  is  the  lord  of  all  beasts,  who  is  the 
elephant.  He  will  either  push  the  stump  out  of 
the  ground  with  his  tusks,  if  he  has  any,  or  drag 
it  out  with  ropes.  The  planter,  therefore,  hired 
elephants  by  ones  and  twos  and  threes,  and  fell  to 
work.  The  very  best  of  all  the  elephants  belonged 
to  the  very  worst  of  all  the  drivers  or  mahouts ; 
and  the  superior  beast's  name  was  Moti  Guj.  He 
was  the  absolute  property  of  his  mahout,  which 
would  never  have  been  the  case  under  native  rule, 
for  Moti  Guj  was  a  creature  to  be  desired  by 
kings ;  and  his  name,  being  translated,  meant  the 
Pearl  Elephant.  Because  the  British  Government 
was  in  the  land,  Deesa,  the  mahout,  enjoyed  his 
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property  undisturbed.  He  was  dissipated.  When 
he  had  made  much  money  through  the  strength  of 
his  elephant,  he  would  get  extremely  drunk  and 
give  Moti  Guj  a  beating  with  a  tent-peg  over  the 
tender  nails  of  the  forefeet.  Moti  Guj  never 
trampled  the  life  out  of  Deesa  on  these  occasions, 
for  he  knew  that  after  the  beating  was  over  Deesa 
would  embrace  his  trunk,  and  weep  and  call  him 
his  love  and  his  life  and  the  liver  of  his  soul,  and 
give  him  some  liquor.  Moti  Guj  was  very  fond 
of  liquor — arrack  for  choice,  though  he  would 
drink  palm-tree  toddy  if  nothing  better  offered. 
Then  Deesa  would  go  to  sleep  between  Moti  Guj's 
forefeet,  and  as  Deesa  generally  chose  the  middle 
of  the  public  road,  and  as  Moti  Guj  mounted 
guard  over  him  and  would  not  permit  horse,  foot, 
or  cart  to  pass  by,  traffic  was  congested  till  Deesa 
saw  fit  to  wake  up. 

There  was  no  sleeping  in  the  daytime  on  the 
planter's  clearing :  the  wages  were  too  high  to  risk. 
Deesa  sat  on  Moti  Guj's  neck  and  gave  him 
orders,  while  Moti  Guj  rooted  up  the  stumps — for 
he  owned  a  magnificent  pair  of  tusks ;  or  pulled 
at  the  end  of  a  rope — for  he  had  a  magnificent 
pair  of  shoulders,  while  Deesa  kicked  him  behind 
the  ears  and  said  he  was  the  king  of  elephants.  At 
evening  time  Moti  Guj  would  wash  down  his  three 
hundred  pounds'  weight  of  green  food  with  a  quart 
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of  arrack,  and  Deesa  would  take  a  share  and  sing 
songs  between  Moti  Guj's  legs  till  it  was  time  to 
go  to  bed*  Once  a  week  Deesa  led  Moti  Guj 
down  to  the  river,  and  Moti  Guj  lay  on  his  side 
luxuriously  in  the  shallows,  while  Deesa  went 
over  him  with  a  coir^swab  and  a  brick*  Moti  Guj 
never  mistook  the  pounding  blow  of  the  latter  for 
the  smack  of  the  former  that  warned  him  to  get 
up  and  turn  over  on  the  other  side*  Then  Deesa 
would  look  at  his  feet,  and  examine  his  eyes,  and 
turn  up  the  fringes  of  his  mighty  ears  in  case  of 
sores  or  budding  ophthalmia*  After  inspection, 
the  two  would  'come  up  with  a  £ong  from  the 
sea/  Moti  Guj  all  black  and  shining,  waving  a 
torn  tree  branch  twelve  feet  long  in  his  trunk,  and 
Deesa  knotting  up  his  own  long  wet  hair. 

It  was  a  peaceful,  well-paid  life  till  Deesa  felt 
the  return  of  the  desire  to  drink  deep*  He  wished 
for  an  orgie*  The  little  draughts  that  led  nowhere 
were  taking  the  manhood  out  of  him* 

He  went  to  the  planter,  and  'My  mother's 
dead/  said  he,  weeping* 

'She  died  on  the  last  plantation  two  months 
ago ;  and  she  died  once  before  that  when  you  were 
working  for  me  last  year/  said  the  planter,  who 
knew  something  of  the  ways  of  nativedom, 

4  Then  it's  my  aunt,  and  she  was  just  the  same 
as  a  mother  to  me/  said  Deesa,  weeping  more  than 
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ever.  4  She  has  left  eighteen  small  children  entirely 
without  bread,  and  it  is  I  who  must  fill  their  little 
stomachs/  said  Deesa,  beating  his  head  on  the 
floor, 

4  Who  brought  you  the  news  ? '  said  the  planter* 

4  The  post/  said  Deesa. 

4  There  hasn't  been  a  post  here  for  the  past 
week.  Get  back  to  your  lines ! ' 

4  A  devastating  sickness  has  fallen  on  my  village, 
and  all  my  wives  are  dying/  yelled  Deesa,  really  in 
tears  this  time, 

4  Call  Chihun,  who  comes  from  Deesa's  village/ 
said  the  planter,  4  Chihun,  has  this  man  a  wife  ? ' 

4  He ! '  said  Chihun,  4  No,  Not  a  woman  of 
our  village  would  look  at  him.  They'd  sooner 
marry  the  elephant/  Chihun  snorted,  Deesa 
wept  and  bellowed, 

4  You  will  get  into  a  difficulty  in  a  minute/  said 
the  planter,  4  Go  back  to  your  work ! ' 

4  Now  I  will  speak  Heaven's  truth/  gulped 
Deesa,  with  an  inspiration.  4 1  haven't  been  drunk 
for  two  months.  I  desire  to  depart  in  order  to  get 
properly  drunk  afar  off  and  distant  from  this 
heavenly  plantation.  Thus  I  shall  cause  no 
trouble/ 

A  flickering  smile  crossed  the  planter's  face. 
4  Deesa/  said  he, 4  you've  spoken  the  truth,  and  I'd 
give  you  leave  on  the  spot  if  anything  could  be 
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done  with  Moti  Guj  while  you're  away.  You 
know  that  he  will  only  obey  your  orders/ 

'May  the  Light  of  the  Heavens  live  forty 
thousand  years,  I  shall  be  absent  but  ten  little 
days.  After  that,  upon  my  faith  and  honour  and 
soul,  I  return*  As  to  the  inconsiderable  interval, 
have  I  the  gracious  permission  of  the  Heaven^born 
to  call  up  Moti  Guj  ? ' 

Permission  was  granted,  and,  in  answer  to 
Deesa's  shrill  yell,  the  lordly  tusker  swung  out  of 
the  shade  of  a  clump  of  trees  where  he  had  been 
squirting  dust  over  himself  till  his  master  should 
return* 

4  Light  of  my  heart,  Protector  of  the  Drunken, 
Mountain  of  Might,  give  ear/  said  Deesa,  standing 
in  front  of  him. 

Moti  Guj  gave  ear,  and  saluted  with  his  trunk. 
4 1  am  going  away/  said  Deesa. 

Moti  Guj's  eyes  twinkled.  He  liked  jaunts  as 
well  as  his  master.  One  could  snatch  all  manner 
of  nice  things  from  the  roadside  then. 

4  But  you,  you  fubsy  old  pig,  must  stay  behind 
and  work/ 

The  twinkle  died  out  as  Moti  Guj  tried  to  look 
delighted.  He  hated  stump'hauling  on  the  planta* 
tion.  It  hurt  his  teeth. 

4 1  shall  be  gone  for  ten  days,  oh  Delectable  One. 
Hold  up  your  near  forefoot  and  I'll  impress  the 
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fact  upon  it,  warty  toad  of  a  dried  mud^puddle/ 
Deesa  took  a  tent'peg  and  banged  Moti  Guj  ten 
times  on  the  nails*  Moti  Guj  grunted  and  shuffled 
from  foot  to  foot. 

'Ten  days/  said  Deesa,  'you  must  work  and 
haul  and  root  trees  as  Chihun  here  shall  order  you. 
Take  up  Chihun  and  set  him  on  your  neck  I '  Moti 
Guj  curled  the  tip  of  his  trunk,  Chihun  put  his  foot 
there  and  was  swung  on  to  the  neck.  Deesa  handed 
Chihun  the  heavy  ankus,  the  iron  elephant'goad. 

Chihun  thumped  Moti  Guj's  bald  head  as  a 
paviour  thumps  a  kerbstone. 

Moti  Guj  trumpeted. 

'Be  still,  hog  of  the  backwoods.  Chihun's 
your  mahout  for  ten  days.  And  now  bid  me 
good<bye,  beast  after  mine  own  heart.  Oh,  my 
lord,  my  king!  Jewel  of  all  created  elephants, 
lily  of  the  herd,  preserve  your  honoured  health; 
be  virtuous.  Adieu  1 ' 

Moti  Guj  lapped  his  trunk  round  Deesa  and 
swung  him  into  the  air  twice.  That  was  his  way 
of  bidding  the  man  good-bye. 

'He'll  work  now/  said  Deesa  to  the  planter. 
'  Have  I  leave  to  go  ? ' 

The  planter  nodded,  and  Deesa  dived  into  the 
woods.  Moti  Guj  went  back  to  haul  stumps. 

Chihun  was  very  kind  to  him,  but  he  felt 
unhappy  and  forlorn  notwithstanding.  Chihun 
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gave  him  balls  of  spices,  and  tickled  him  under 
the  chin,  and  Chihun's  little  baby  cooed  to  him 
after  work  was  over,  and  Chihun's  wife  called  him 
a  darling ;  but  Moti  Guj  was  a  bachelor  by  instinct, 
as  Deesa  was.  He  did  not  understand  the  domestic 
emotions.  He  wanted  the  light  of  his  universe 
back  again — the  drink  and  the  drunken  slumber, 
the  savage  beatings  and  the  savage  caresses. 

None  the  less  he  worked  well,  and  the  planter 
wondered,  Deesa  had  vagabonded  along  the  roads 
till  he  met  a  marriage  procession  of  his  own  caste 
and,  drinking,  dancing,  and  tippling,  had  drifted 
past  all  knowledge  of  the  lapse  of  time. 

The  morning  of  the  eleventh  day  dawned,  and 
there  returned  no  Deesa,  Moti  Guj  was  loosed 
from  his  ropes  for  the  daily  stint.  He  swung  clear, 
looked  round,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  began  to 
walk  away,  as  one  having  business  elsewhere, 

'Hi!  ho!  Come  back  you/  shouted  Chihun, 
4  Come  back,  and  put  me  on  your  neck,  Misborn 
Mountain,  Return,  Splendour  of  the  Hillsides. 
Adornment  of  all  India,  heave  to,  or  PU  bang 
every  toe  off  your  fat  forefoot ! ' 

Moti  Guj  gurgled  gently,  but  did  not  obey, 
Chihun  ran  after  him  with  a  rope  and  caught  him 
up,  Moti  Guj  put  his  ears  forward,  and  Chihun 
knew  what  that  meant,  though  he  tried  to  carry  it 
off  with  high  words, 
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'None  of  your  nonsense  with  me/  said  he. 
4  To  your  pickets,  Devil-son/ 

4  Hrrump ! '  said  Moti  Guj,  and  that  was  ail- 
that  and  the  forebent  ears* 

Moti  Guj  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  chewed 
a  branch  for  a  toothpick,  and  strolled  about  the 
clearing,  making  jest  of  the  other  elephants,  who 
had  just  set  to  work. 

Ghihun  reported  the  state  of  affairs  to  the  planter, 
who  came  out  with  a  dog-whip  and  cracked  it  furi- 
ously. Moti  Guj  paid  the  white  man  the  compli- 
ment of  charging  him  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
across  the  clearing  and  'Hrrumphing'  him  into 
the  veranda.  Then  he  stood  outside  the  house 
chuckling  to  himself,  and  shaking  all  over  with 
the  fun  of  it,  as  an  elephant  will. 

4  We'll  thrash  him/  said  the  planter.  4  He  shall 
have  the  finest  thrashing  that  ever  elephant  received. 
Give  Kala  Nag  and  Nazim  twelve  foot  of  chain 
apiece,  and  tell  them  to  lay  on  twenty  blows/ 

Kala  Nag — which  means  Black  Snake — and 
Nazim  were  two  of  the  biggest  elephants  in  the 
lines,  and  one  of  their  duties  was  to  administer  the 
graver  punishments,  since  no  man  can  beat  an 
elephant  properly. 

They  took  the  whipping-chains  and  rattled  them 
in  their  trunks  as  they  sidled  up  to  Moti  Guj, 
meaning  to  hustle  him  between  them.  Moti  Guj 
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had  never,  in  all  his  life  of  thirty-nine  years,  been 
whipped,  and  he  did  not  intend  to  open  new  ex* 
periences.  So  he  waited,  weaving  his  head  from 
right  to  left,  and  measuring  the  precise  spot  in 
Kala  Nag's  fat  side  where  a  blunt  tusk  would  sink 
deepest,  Kala  Nag  had  no  tusks ;  the  chain  was 
his  badge  of  authority ;  but  he  judged  it  good  to 
swing  wide  of  Mod  Guj  at  the  last  minute,  and 
seem  to  appear  as  if  he  had  brought  out  the  chain  for 
amusement,  Nazim  turned  round  and  went  home 
early.  He  did  not  feel  fighting-fit  that  morning, 
and  so  Moti  Guj  was  left  standing  alone  with  his 
ears  cocked. 

That  decided  the  planter  to  argue  no  more,  and 
Moti  Guj  rolled  back  to  his  inspection  of  the 
clearing.  An  elephant  who  will  not  work,  and  is 
not  tied  up,  is  not  quite  so  manageable  as  an 
eighty-one  ton  gun  loose  in  a  heavy  sea-way.  He 
slapped  old  friends  on  the  back  and  asked  them  if 
the  stumps  were  coming  away  easily ;  he  talked 
nonsense  concerning  labour  and  the  inalienable 
rights  of  elephants  to  a  long  ' nooning';  and, 
wandering  to  and  fro,  thoroughly  demoralised  the 
garden  till  sundown,  when  he  returned  to  his 
pickets  for  food, 

*  If  you  won't  work  you  shan't  eat,'  said  Chihun 
angrily,  4  You're  a  wild  elephant,  and  no  educated 
animal  at  all.  Go  back  to  your  jungle/ 
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Chihun's  little  brown  baby,  rolling  on  the  floor 
of  the  hut,  stretched  its  fat  arms  to  the  huge 
shadow  in  the  doorway,  Moti  Guj  knew  well 
that  it  was  the  dearest  thing  on  earth  to  Chihun. 
He  swung  out  his  trunk  with  a  fascinating  crook 
at  the  end,  and  the  brown  baby  threw  itself  shout* 
ing  upon  it,  Moti  Guj  made  fast  and  pulled  up 
till  the  brown  baby  was  crowing  in  the  air  twelve 
feet  above  his  father's  head, 

*  Great  Chief!'  said  Chihun,  *  Flour  cakes  of 
the  best,  twelve  in  number,  two  feet  across,  and 
soaked  in  rum  shall  be  yours  on  the  instant,  and 
two  hundred  pounds'  weight  of  freshxcut  young 
sugar-cane  therewith.  Deign  only  to  put  down 
safely  that  insignificant  brat  who  is  my  heart  and 
my  life  to  me/ 

Moti  Guj  tucked  the  brown  baby  comfortably 
between  his  forefeet,  that  could  have  knocked  into 
toothpicks  all  Chihun's  hut,  and  waited  for  his  food, 
He  ate  it,  and  the  brown  baby  crawled  away,  Moti 
Guj  dozed,  and  thought  of  Deesa.  One  of  many 
mysteries  connected  with  the  elephant  is  that  his 
huge  body  needs  less  sleep  than  anything  else  that 
lives.  Four  or  five  hours  in  the  night  suffice — two 
just  before  midnight,  lying  down  on  one  side ;  two 
just  after  one  o'clock,  lying  down  on  the  other. 
The  rest  of  the  silent  hours  are  filled  with  eating 
and  fidgeting  and  long  grumbling  soliloquies, 
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At  midnight,  therefore,  Moti  Guj  strode  out  of 
his  pickets,  for  a  thought  had  come  to  him  that 
Deesa  might  be  lying  drunk  somewhere  in  the 
dark  forest  with  none  to  look  after  him*  So  all 
that  night  he  chased  through  the  undergrowth, 
blowing  and  trumpeting  and  shaking  his  ears. 
He  went  down  to  the  river  and  blared  across  the 
shallows  where  Deesa  used  to  wash  him,  but  there 
was  no  answer.  He  could  not  find  Deesa,  but  he 
disturbed  all  the  elephants  in  the  lines,  and  nearly 
frightened  to  death  some  gipsies  in  the  woods* 

At  dawn  Deesa  returned  to  the  plantation*  He 
had  been  very  drunk  indeed,  and  he  expected  to 
fall  into  trouble  for  outstaying  his  leave*  He  drew 
a  long  breath  when  he  saw  that  the  bungalow  and 
the  plantation  were  still  uninjured;  for  he  knew 
something  of  Moti  Guj's  temper;  and  reported 
himself  with  many  lies  and  salaams*  Moti  Guj 
had  gone  to  his  pickets  for  breakfast*  His  night 
exercise  had  made  him  hungry. 

'Call  up  your  beast/  said  the  planter,  and 
Deesa  shouted  in  the  mysterious  elephant-language, 
that  some  mahouts  believe  came  from  China  at  the 
birth  of  the  world,  when  elephants  and  not  men 
were  masters*  Moti  Guj  heard  and  came.  Ele* 
phants  do  not  gallop.  They  move  from  spots  at 
varying  rates  of  speed.  If  an  elephant  wished  to 
catch  an  express  train  he  could  not  gallop,  but  he 
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could  catch  the  train.  Thus  Moti  Guj  was  at  the 
planter's  door  almost  before  Chihun  noticed  that 
he  had  left  his  pickets.  He  fell  into  Deesa's  arms 
trumpeting  with  joy,  and  the  man  and  beast  wept 
and  slobbered  over  each  other,  and  handled  each 
other  from  head  to  heel  to  see  that  no  harm  had 
befallen, 

4  Now  we  will  get  to  work/  said  Deesa.  4  Lift 
me  up,  my  son  and  my  joy/ 

Moti  Guj  swung  him  up  and  the  two  went  to 
the  coffee'clearing  to  look  for  irksome  stumps. 

The  planter  was  too  astonished  to  be  very 
angry. 
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LOOK  out  on  a  large  scale  map  the  place 
where  the  Chenab  river  falls  into  the  Indus 
fifteen   miles  or  so  above  the  hamlet  of 
Chachuran,    Five  miles  west  of  Chachuran  lies 
Bubbling  Well  Road,  and  the  house  of  the  gosain 
or  priest  of  Arti-goth,     It  was  the  priest  who 
showed  me  the  road,  but  it  is  no  thanks  to  him 
that  I  am  able  to  tell  this  story, 

Five  miles  west  of  Ghachuran  is  a  patch  of  the 
plumed  jungk'grass,  that  turns  over  in  silver  when 
the  wind  blows,  from  ten  to  twenty  feet  high  and 
from  three  to  four  miles  square.  In  the  heart  of 
the  patch  hides  the  gosain  of  Bubbling  Well  Road* 
The  villagers  stone  him  when  he  peers  into  the 
daylight,  although  he  is  a  priest,  and  he  runs  back 
again  as  a  strayed  wolf  turns  into  tall  crops.  He 
is  a  one-eyed  man  and  carries,  burnt  between  his 
brows,  the  impress  of  two  copper  coins.  Some  say 
that  he  was  tortured  by  a  native  prince  in  the  old 
daysj  for  he  is  so  old  that  he  must  have  been 
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capable  of  mischief  in  the  days  of  Runjit  Singh, 
His  most  pressing  need  at  present  is  a  halter,  and 
the  care  of  the  British  Government. 

These  things  happened  when  the  jungle^grass 
was  tall ;  and  the  villagers  of  Chachuran  told  me 
that  a  sounder  of  pig  had  gone  into  the  Artixgoth 
patch*  To  enter  jungle^grass  is  always  an  unwise 
proceeding,  but  I  went,  partly  because  I  knew 
nothing  of  pig  *  hunting,  and  partly  because  the 
villagers  said  that  the  big  boar  of  the  sounder 
owned  foot  long  tushes.  Therefore  I  wished  to 
shoot  him,  in  order  to  produce  the  tushes  in  after 
years,  and  say  that  I  had  ridden  him  down  in  fair 
chase.  I  took  a  gun  and  went  into  the  hot,  close 
patch,  believing  that  it  would  be  an  easy  thing 
to  unearth  one  pig  in  ten  square  miles  of  jungle. 
Mr.  Wardle,  the  terrier,  went  with  me  because  he 
believed  that  I  was  incapable  of  existing  for  an 
hour  without  his  advice  and  countenance.  He 
managed  to  slip  in  and  out  between  the  grass 
clumps,  but  I  had  to  force  my  way,  and  in  twenty 
minutes  was  as  completely  lost  as  though  I  had 
been  in  the  heart  of  Central  Africa.  I  did  not 
notice  this  at  first  till  I  had  grown  wearied  of 
stumbling  and  pushing  through  the  grass,  and  Mr. 
Wardle  was  beginning  to  sit  down  very  often  and 
hang  out  his  tongue  very  far.  There  was  nothing 
but  grass  everywhere,  and  it  was  impossible  to  see 
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two  yards  in  any  direction*  The  grass  stems  held 
the  heat  exactly  as  boiler^tubes  do* 

In  half  an  hour,  when  I  was  devoutly  wishing 
that  I  had  left  the  big  boar  alone,  I  came  to  a 
narrow  path  which  seemed  to  be  a  compromise 
between  a  native  foot-path  and  a  pig-run*  It  was 
barely  six  inches  wide,  but  I  could  sidle  along  it  in 
comfort*  The  grass  was  extremely  thick  here, 
and  where  the  path  was  ill  defined  it  was  necessary 
to  crush  into  the  tussocks  either  with  both  hands 
before  the  face,  or  to  back  into  it,  leaving  both 
hands  free  to  manage  the  rifle.  None  the  less  it 
was  a  path,  and  valuable  because  it  might  lead  to  a 
place. 

At  the  end  of  nearly  fifty  yards  of  fair  way, 
just  when  I  was  preparing  to  back  into  an  unusually 
stiff  tussock,  I  missed  Mr,  Wardle,  who  for  his 
girth  is  an  unusually  frivolous  dog  and  never 
keeps  to  heel,  I  called  him  three  times  and  said 
aloud,  4 Where  has  the  little  beast  gone  to?' 
Then  I  stepped  backwards  several  paces,  for  almost 
under  my  feet  a  deep  voice  repeated,  4  Where  has 
the  little  beast  gone  ? '  To  appreciate  an  unseen 
voice  thoroughly  you  should  hear  it  when  you  are 
lost  in  stifling  jungle  grass,  I  called  Mr,  Wardle 
again  and  the  underground  echo  assisted  me.  At 
that  I  ceased  calling  and  listened  very  attentively, 
because  I  thought  I  heard  a  man  laughing  in  a 
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peculiarly  offensive  manner.  The  heat  made  me 
sv/eat,  but  the  laughter  made  me  shake.  There  is 
no  earthly  need  for  laughter  in  high  grass.  It  is 
indecent,  as  well  as  impolite.  The  chuckling 
stopped,  and  I  took  courage  and  continued  to  call 
till  I  thought  that  I  had  located  the  echo  some* 
where  behind  and  below  the  tussock  into  which 
I  was  preparing  to  back  just  before  I  lost  Mr. 
Wardle,  I  drove  my  rifle  up  to  the  triggers 
between  the  grass*stems  in  a  downward  and  for* 
ward  direction.  Then  I  waggled  it  to  and  fro, 
but  it  did  not  seem  to  touch  ground  on  the  far 
side  of  the  tussock  as  it  should  have  done.  Every 
time  that  I  grunted  with  the  exertion  of  driving  a 
heavy  rifle  through  the  thick  grass,  the  grunt  was 
faithfully  repeated  from  below,  and  when  I  stopped 
to  wipe  my  face  the  sound  of  low  laughter  was 
distinct  beyond  doubting. 

I  went  into  the  tussock,  face  first,  an  inch  at  a 
time,  my  mouth  open  and  my  eyes  fine,  full,  and 
prominent.  When  I  had  overcome  the  resistance 
of  the  grass  I  found  that  I  was  looking  straight 
across  a  black  gap  in  the  ground.  That  I  was 
actually  lying  on  my  chest  leaning  over  the  mouth 
of  a  well  so  deep  I  could  scarcely  see  the  water 
in  it. 

There  were  things  in  the  water, — black  things, 
— and  the  water  was  as  black  as  pitch  with 
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scum  atop.  The  laughing  sound  came  from  the 
noise  of  a  little  spring,  spouting  half-way  down 
one  side  of  the  well  Sometimes  as  the  black 
things  circled  round,  the  trickle  from  the  spring 
fell  upon  their  tightly-stretched  skins,  and  then 
the  laughter  changed  into  a  sputter  of  mirth*  One 
thing  turned  over  on  its  back,  as  I  watched,  and 
drifted  round  and  round  the  circle  of  the  mossy 
brickwork  with  a  hand  and  half  an  arm  held  clear 
of  the  water  in  a  stiff  and  horrible  flourish,  as 
though  it  were  a  very  wearied  guide  paid  to 
exhibit  the  beauties  of  the  place. 

I  did  not  spend  more  than  half -an -hour  in 
creeping  round  that  v/ell  and  finding  the  path  on 
the  other  side.  The  remainder  of  the  journey  I 
accomplished  by  feeling  every  foot  of  ground  in 
front  of  me,  and  crawling  like  a  snail  through 
every  tussock*  I  carried  Mr.  Wardle  in  my  arms 
and  he  licked  my  nose.  He  was  not  frightened  in 
the  least,  nor  was  I,  but  we  wished  to  reach  open 
ground  in  order  to  enjoy  the  view.  My  knees 
were  loose,  and  the  apple  in  my  throat  refused  to 
slide  up  and  down.  The  path  on  the  far  side  of 
the  well  was  a  very  good  one,  though  boxed  in  on 
all  sides  by  grass,  and  it  led  me  in  time  to  a  priest's 
hut  in  the  centre  of  a  little  clearing.  When  that 
priest  saw  my  very  white  face  coming  through  the 
grass  he  howled  with  terror  and  embraced  my 
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boots ;  but  when  I  reached  the  bedstead  set  out* 
side  his  door  I  sat  down  quickly  and  Mr.  Wardle 
mounted  guard  over  me.  I  was  not  in  a  condition 
to  take  care  of  myself. 

When  I  awoke  I  told  the  priest  to  lead  me  into 
the  open,  out  of  the  Arti'goth  patch  and  to  walk 
slowly  in  front  of  me.  Mr.  Wardle  hates  natives, 
and  the  priest  was  more  afraid  of  Mr.  Wardle  than 
of  me,  though  we  were  both  angry.  He  walked 
very  slowly  down  a  narrow  little  path  from  his  hut. 
That  path  crossed  three  paths,  such  as  the  one  I 
had  come  by  in  the  first  instance,  and  every  one 
of  the  three  headed  towards  the  Bubbling  Well. 
Once  when  we  stopped  to  draw  breath,  I  heard  the 
Well  laughing  to  itself  alone  in  the  thick  grass, 
and  only  my  need  for  his  services  prevented  my 
firing  both  barrels  into  the  priest's  back. 

When  we  came  to  the  open  the  priest  crashed 
back  into  cover,  and  I  went  to  the  village  of  Arti- 
goth  for  a  drink.  It  was  pleasant  to  be  able  to  see 
the  horizon  all  round,  as  well  as  the  ground 
underfoot. 

The  villagers  told  me  that  the  patch  of  grass 
was  full  of  devils  and  ghosts,  all  in  the  service  of 
the  priest,  and  that  men  and  women  and  children 
had  entered  it  and  had  never  returned.  They  said 
the  priest  used  their  livers  for  purposes  of  witch" 
craft.  When  I  asked  why  they  had  not  told  me 
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of  this  at  the  outset,  they  said  that  they  were  afraid 
they  would  lose  their  reward  for  bringing  news 
of  the  pig* 

Before  I  left  I  did  my  best  to  set  the  patch 
alight,  but  the  grass  was  too  green.  Some  fine 
summer  day.  however,  if  the  wind  is  favourable, 
a  file  of  old  newspapers  and  a  box  of  matches  will 
make  clear  the  mystery  of  Bubbling  Well  Road. 
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f  I  THE  dense  wet  heat  that  hung  over  the  face 
of  land,  like  a  blanket,  prevented  all  hope 
•A.  of  sleep  in  the  first  instance.  The  cicalas 
helped  the  heat,  and  the  yelling  jackals  the  cicalas. 
It  was  impossible  to  sit  still  in  the  dark,  empty, 
echoing  house  and  watch  the  punkah  beat  the 
dead  air.  So,  at  ten  o'clock  of  the  night,  I  set  my 
walking-stick  on  end  in  the  middle  of  the  garden, 
and  waited  to  see  how  it  would  fall.  It  pointed 
directly  down  the  moonlit  road  that  leads  to  the 
City  of  Dreadful  Night.  The  sound  of  its  fall 
disturbed  a  hare.  She  limped  from  her  form  and 
ran  across  to  a  disused  Mahomedan  burial-ground, 
where  the  jawless  skulls  and  rough-butted  shank- 
bones,  heartlessly  exposed  by  the  July  rains, 
glimmered  like  mother  o'  pearl  on  the  rain- 
channelled  soil.  The  heated  air  and  the  heavy 
earth  had  driven  the  very  dead  upward  for  cool* 
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ness'  sake*  The  hare  limped  on ;  snuffed  curiously 
at  a  fragment  of  a  smoke^stained  lamp'shard,  and 
died  out,  in  the  shadow  of  a  clump  of  tamarisk  trees* 

The  matxweaver's  hut  under  the  lee  of  the 
Hindu  temple  was  full  of  sleeping  men  who  lay 
like  sheeted  corpses*  Overhead  blazed  the  un* 
winking  eye  of  the  Moon*  Darkness  gives  at 
least  a  false  impression  of  coolness.  It  was  hard 
not  to  believe  that  the  flood  of  light  from  above 
was  warm.  Not  so  hot  as  the  Sun,  but  still  sickly 
warm,  and  heating  the  heavy  air  beyond  what  was 
our  due*  Straight  as  a  bar  of  polished  steel  ran 
the  road  to  the  City  of  Dreadful  Night ;  and  on 
either  side  of  the  road  lay  corpses  disposed  on. beds 
in  fantastic  attitudes — one  hundred  and  seventy 
bodies  of  men.  Some  shrouded  all  in  white  with 
bound'Up  mouths  j  some  naked  and  black  as  ebony 
in  the  strong  light ;  and  one — that  lay  face  upwards 
with  dropped  jaw,  far  away  from  the  others — 
silvery  white  and  ashen  gray* 

'A  leper  asleep;  and  the  remainder  wearied 
coolies,  servants,  small  shopkeepers,  and  drivers 
from  the  hack  x  stand  hard  by*  The  scene — a 
main  approach  to  Lahore  city,  and  the  night  a 
warm  one  in  August/  This  was  all  that  there 
was  to  be  seen ;  but  by  no  means  all  that  one 
could  see*  The  witchery  of  the  moonlight  was 
everywhere ;  and  the  world  was  horribly  changed. 
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The  long  line  of  the  naked  dead,  flanked  by  the 
rigid  silver  statue,  was  not  pleasant  to  look  upon. 
It  was  made  up  of  men  alone*  Were  the  women* 
kind,  then,  forced  to  sleep  in  the  shelter  of  the 
stifling  mud x huts  as  best  they  might?  The 
fretful  wail  of  a  child  from  a  low  mud -roof 
answered  the  question*  Where  the  children  are 
the  mothers  must  be  also  to  look  after  them. 
They  need  care  on  these  sweltering  nights.  A 
black  little  bullet-head  peeped  over  the  coping, 
and  a  thin — a  painfully  thin — brown  leg  was  slid 
over  on  to  the  gutter  pipe.  There  was  a  sharp 
clink  of  glass  bracelets ;  a  woman's  arm  showed 
for  an  instant  above  the  parapet,  twined  itself 
round  the  lean  little  neck,  and  the  child  was 
dragged  back,  protesting,  to  the  shelter  of  the 
bedstead.  His  thin,  high-pitched  shriek  died  out 
in  the  thick  air  almost  as  soon  as  it  was  raised; 
for  even  the  children  of  the  soil  found  it  too  hot 
to  weep. 

More  corpses ;  more  stretches  of  moonlit,  white 
road;  a  string  of  sleeping  camels  at  rest  by  the 
wayside;  a  vision  of  scudding  jackals;  ekka- 
ponies  asleep — the  harness  still  on  their  backs,  and 
the  brass-studded  country  carts,  winking  in  the 
moonlight — and  again  more  corpses.  Wherever 
a  grain  cart  atilt,  a  tree  trunk,  a  sawn  log,  a  couple 
of  bamboos  and  a  few  handfuls  of  thatch  cast  a 
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shadow,  the  ground  is  covered  with  them.  They 
lie — some  face  downwards,  arms  folded,  in  the 
dust;  some  with  clasped  hands  flung  up  above 
their  heads;  some  curled  up  dog-wise;  some 
thrown  like  limp  gunny-bags  over  the  side  of  the 
grain  carts ;  and  some  bowed  with  their  brows  on 
their  knees  in  the  full  glare  of  the  Moon.  It 
would  be  a  comfort  if  they  were  only  given  to 
snoring;  but  they  are  not,  and  the  likeness  to 
corpses  is  unbroken  in  all  respects  save  one.  The 
lean  dogs  snuff  at  them  and  turn  away.  Here 
and  there  a  tiny  child  lies  on  his  father's  bedstead, 
and  a  protecting  arm  is  thrown  round  it  in  every 
instance.  But,  for  the  most  part,  the  children 
sleep  with  their  mothers  on  the  housetops.  Yellow* 
skinned  white-toothed  pariahs  are  not  to  be  trusted 
within  reach  of  brown  bodies. 

A  stifling  hot  blast  from  the  mouth  of  the 
Delhi  Gate  nearly  ends  my  resolution  of  entering 
the  City  of  Dreadful  Night  at  this  hour.  It  is  a 
compound  of  all  evil  savours,  animal  and  vegetable, 
that  a  walled  city  can  brew  in  a  day  and  a  night. 
The  temperature  within  the  motionless  groves  of 
plantain  and  orange-trees  outside  the  city  walls 
seems  chilly  by  comparison.  Heaven  help  all  sick 
persons  and  young  children  within  the  city  to- 
night 1  The  high  house-walls  are  still  radiating 
heat  savagely,  and  from  obscure  side  gullies  fetid 
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breezes  eddy  that  ought  to  poison  a  buffalo*  But 
the  buffaloes  do  not  heed*  A  drove  of  them  are 
parading  the  vacant  main  street ;  stopping  now 
and  then  to  lay  their  ponderous  muzzles  against 
the  closed  shutters  of  a  grain-dealer's  shop*  and  to 
blow  thereon  like  grampuses. 

Then  silence  follows — the  silence  that  is  full  of 
the  night  noises  of  a  great  city,  A  stringed 
instrument  of  some  kind  is  just,  and  only  just 
audible.  High  over  head  some  one  throws  open 
a  window,  and  the  rattle  of  the  woodwork  echoes 
down  the  empty  street.  On  one  of  the  roofs  a 
hookah  is  in  full  blast ;  and  the  men  are  talking 
softly  as  the  pipe  gutters,  A  little  farther  on 
the  noise  of  conversation  is  more  distinct,  A  slit 
of  light  shows  itself  between  the  sliding  shutters 
of  a  shop.  Inside,  a  stubble-bearded,  weary-eyed 
trader  is  balancing  his  account-books  among  the 
bales  of  cotton  prints  that  surround  him.  Three 
sheeted  figures  bear  him  company,  and  throw  in 
a  remark  from  time  to  time.  First  he  makes  an 
entry,  then  a  remark ;  then  passes  the  back  of  his 
hand  across  his  streaming  forehead.  The  heat  in 
the  built-in  street  is  fearful.  Inside  the  shops  it 
must  be  almost  unendurable.  But  the  work  goes 
on  steadily;  entry,  guttural  growl,  and  uplifted 
hand-stroke  succeeding  each  other  with  the  precision 
of  clock-work. 
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A  policeman — turbanless  and  fast  asleep — lies 
across  the  road  on  the  way  to  the  Mosque  of 
Wazir  Khan,  A  bar  of  moonlight  falls  across 
the  forehead  and  eyes  of  the  sleeper,  but  he  never 
stirs.  It  is  close  upon  midnight,  and  the  heat 
seems  to  be  increasing.  The  open  square  in  front 
of  the  Mosque  is  crowded  with  corpses;  and  a 
man  must  pick  his  way  carefully  for  fear  of 
treading  on  them.  The  moonlight  stripes  the 
Mosque's  high  front  of  coloured  enamel  work  in 
broad  diagonal  bands ;  and  each  separate  dreaming 
pigeon  in  the  niches  and  corners  of  the  masonry 
throws  a  squab  little  shadow.  Sheeted  ghosts  rise 
up  wearily  from  their  pallets,  and  flit  into  the  dark 
depths  of  the  building.  Is  it  possible  to  climb  to 
the  top  of  the  great  Minars,  and  thence  to  look 
down  on  the  city  ?  At  all  events  the  attempt  is 
worth  making,  and  the  chances  are  that  the  door 
of  the  staircase  will  be  unlocked.  Unlocked  it  is ; 
but  a  deeply  sleeping  janitor  lies  across  the  thresh* 
old,  face  turned  to  the  Moon,  A  rat  dashes  out 
of  his  turban  at  the  sound  of  approaching  footsteps. 
The  man  grunts,  opens  his  eyes  for  a  minute,  turns 
round,  and  goes  to  sleep  again.  All  the  heat  of  a 
decade  of  fierce  Indian  summers  is  stored  in  the 
pitch-black,  polished  walls  of  the  corkscrew  stair* 
case.  Half* way  up  there  is  something  alive,  warm, 
and  feathery;  and  it  snores.  Driven  from  step 

190 


'THE  CITY  OF  DREADFUL  NIGHT ' 

to  step  as  it  catches  the  sound  of  my  advance,  it 
flutters  to  the  top  and  reveals  itself  as  a  yellow* 
eyed,  angry  kite*  Dozens  of  kites  are  asleep  on 
this  and  the  other  Minars,  and  on  the  domes 
below*  There  is  the  shadow  of  a  cool,  or  at  least 
a  less  sultry  breeze  at  this  height ;  and,  refreshed 
thereby,  turn  to  look  on  the  City  of  Dreadful 
Night, 

Dore*  might  have  drawn  it !  Zola  could  describe 
it — this  spectacle  of  sleeping  thousands  in  the 
moonlight  and  in  the  shadow  of  the  Moon,  The 
roof 'tops  are  crammed  with  men,  women,  and 
children;  and  the  air  is  full  of  undistinguishable 
noises.  They  are  restless  in  the  City  of  Dreadful 
Night;  and  small  wonder.  The  marvel  is  that 
they  can  even  breathe.  If  you  gaze  intently  at 
the  multitude  you  can  see  that  they  are  almost  as 
uneasy  as  a  daylight  crowd ;  but  the  tumult  is 
subdued.  Everywhere,  in  the  strong  light,  you 
can  watch  the  sleepers  turning  to  and  fro ;  shifting 
their  beds  and  again  resettling  them.  In  the  pit' 
like  courtyards  of  the  houses  there  is  the  same 
movement. 

The  pitiless  Moon  shows  it  all.  Shows,  too, 
the  plains  outside  the  city,  and  here  and  there  a 
hand's'breadth  of  the  Ravee  without  the  walls. 
Shows  lastly,  a  splash  of  glittering  silver  on  a 
housetop  almost  directly  below  the  mosque  Minar. 
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Some  poor  soul  has  risen  to  throw  a  jar  of  water 
over  his  fevered  body;  the  tinkle  of  the  falling 
water  strikes  faintly  on  the  ear*  Two  or  three 
other  men,  in  far-off  corners  of  the  City  of  Dread* 
f ul  Night,  follow  his  example,  and  the  water  flashes 
like  heliographic  signals*  A  small  cloud  passes 
over  the  face  of  the  Moon,  and  the  city  and  its 
inhabitants — clear  drawn  in  black  and  white  before 
—fade  into  masses  of  black  and  deeper  black 
Still  the  unrestful  noise  continues,  the  sigh  of  a 
great  city  overwhelmed  with  the  heat,  and  of  a 
people  seeking  in  vain  for  rest.  It  is  only  the 
lower-class  women  who  sleep  on  the  house-tops* 
What  must  the  torment  be  in  the  latticed  zenanas, 
where  a  few  lamps  are  still  twinkling  ?  There  are 
footfalls  in  the  court  below*  It  is  the  Muezzin— 
faithful  minister ;  but  he  ought  to  have  been  here 
an  hour  ago  to  tell  the  Faithful  that  prayer  is 
better  than  sleep — the  sleep  that  will  not  come  to 
the  city* 

The  Muezzin  fumbles  for  a  moment  with  the 
door  of  one  of  the  Minars,  disappears  awhile,  and 
a  bulLlike  roar — a  magnificent  bass  thunder — tells 
that  he  has  reached  the  top  of  the  Minar.  They 
must  hear  the  cry  to  the  banks  of  the  shrunken 
Ravee  itself!  Even  across  the  courtyard  it  is 
almost  overpowering.  The  cloud  drifts  by  and 
shows  him  outlined  in  black  against  the  sky,  hands 
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laid  upon  his  ears,  and  broad  chest  heaving  with 
the  play  of  his  lungs — *  Allah  ho  Akbar ' ;  then  a 
pause  while  another  Muezzin  somewhere  in  the 
direction  of  the  Golden  Temple  takes  up  the  call 
— ' Allah  ho  Akbar/  Again  and  again;  four 
times  in  all ;  and  from  the  bedsteads  a  dozen  men 
have  risen  up  already. — '  I  bear  witness  that  there 
is  no  God  but  God/  What  a  splendid  cry  it  is, 
the  proclamation  of  the  creed  that  brings  men  out 
of  their  beds  by  scores  at  midnight !  Once  again 
he  thunders  through  the  same  phrase,  shaking 
with  the  vehemence  of  his  own  voice ;  and  then, 
far  and  near,  the  night  air  rings  with  '  Mahomed 
is  the  Prophet  of  God/  It  is  as  though  he 
were  flinging  his  defiance  to  the  far-off  horizon, 
where  the  summer  lightning  plays  and  leaps  like 
a  bared  sword.  Every  Muezzin  in  the  city 
is  in  full  cry,  and  some  men  on  the  roof-tops 
are  beginning  to  kneel.  A  long  pause  precedes 
the  last  cry,  *  La  ilaha  Illallah/  and  the  silence 
closes  up  on  it,  as  the  ram  on  the  head  of  a 
cotton*bale. 

The  Muezzin  stumbles  down  the  dark  stair* 
way  grumbling  in  his  beard.  He  passes  the  arch 
of  the  entrance  and  disappears.  Then  the  stifling 
silence  settles  down  over  the  City  of  Dreadful 
Night.  The  kites  on  the  Minar  sleep  again, 
snoring  more  loudly,  the  hot  breeze  comes  up  in 
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puffs  and  lazy  eddies,  and  the  Moon  slides  down 
towards  the  horizon.  Seated  with  both  elbows  on 
the  parapet  of  the  tower,  one  can  watch  and 
wonder  over  that  heaMortured  hive  till  the  dawn. 
4  How  do  they  live  down  there  ?  What  do  they 
think  of?  When  will  they  awake?'  More 
tinkling  of  sluiced  water-pots;  faint  jarring  of 
wooden  bedsteads  moved  into  or  out  of  the 
shadows;  uncouth  music  of  stringed  instruments 
softened  by  distance  into  a  plaintive  wail,  and  one 
low  grumble  of  far-off  thunder.  In  the  court" 
yard  of  the  mosque  the  janitor,  who  lay  across  the 
threshold  of  the  Minar  when  I  came  up,  starts 
wildly  in  his  sleep,  throws  his  hands  above  his 
head,  mutters  something,  and  falls  back  again. 
Lulled  by  the  snoring  of  the  kites — they  snore  like 
over-gorged  humans — I  drop  off  into  an  uneasy 
doze,  conscious  that  three  o'clock  has  struck,  and 
that  there  is  a  slight — a  very  slight — coolness  in 
the  atmosphere.  The  city  is  absolutely  quiet  now, 
but  for  some  vagrant  dog's  love*song.  Nothing 
save  dead  heavy  sleep. 

Several  weeks  of  darkness  pass  after  this.  For 
the  Moon  has  gone  out.  The  very  dogs  are  still, 
and  I  watch  for  the  first  light  of  the  dawn  before 
making  my  way  homeward.  Again  the  noise  of 
shuffling  feet.  The  morning  call  is  about  to  begin, 
and  my  night  watch  is  over.  '  Allah  ho  Akbar! 
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Allah  ho  Akbar!'  The  east  grows  gray,  and 
presently  saffron ;  the  dawn  wind  comes  up  as 
though  the  Muezzin  had  summoned  it;  and,  as 
one  man,  the  City  of  Dreadful  Night  rises  from  its 
bed  and  turns  its  face  towards  the  dawning  day* 
With  return  of  life  comes  return  of  sound*  First 
a  low  whisper,  then  a  deep  bass  hum ;  for  it  must 
be  remembered  that  the  entire  city  is  on  the  house' 
tops*  My  eyelids  weighed  down  with  the  arrears 
of  long  deferred  sleep,  I  escape  from  the  Minar 
through  the  courtyard  and  out  into  the  square 
beyond,  where  the  sleepers  have  risen,  stowed 
away  the  bedsteads,  and  are  discussing  the  morning 
hookah.  The  minute's  freshness  of  the  air  has 
gone,  and  it  is  as  hot  as  at  first, 

'Will  the  Sahib,  out  of  his  kindness,  make 
room  ? '  What  is  it  ?  Something  borne  on  men's 
shoulders  comes  by  in  the  half-light,  and  I  stand 
back.  A  woman's  corpse  going  down  to  the 
burningxghat,  and  a  bystander  says,  'She  died  at 
midnight  from  the  heat.'  So  the  city  was  of  Death 
as  well  as  Night  after  all. 
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Georgie  Porgie,  pudding  and  pie, 
Kissed  the  girls  and  made  them  cry. 
When  the  girls  came  out  to  play 
Georgie  Porgie  ran  away. 

ryou  will  admit  that  a  man  has  no  right  to 
enter  his  drawing-room  early  in  the  morning, 
when  the  housemaid  is  setting  things  right  and 
clearing  away  the  dust,  you  will  concede  that 
civilised  people  who  eat  out  of  China  and  own 
card'cases  have  no  right  to  apply  their  standard  of 
right  and  wrong  to  an  unsettled  land.  When  the 
place  is  made  fit  for  their  reception,  by  those  men 
who  are  told  off  to  the  work,  they  can  come  up, 
bringing  in  their  trunks  their  own  society  and  the 
Decalogue,  and  all  the  other  apparatus.  Where 
the  Queen's  Law  does  not  carry,  it  is  irrational  to 
expect  an  observance  of  other  and  weaker  rules. 
The  men  who  run  ahead  of  the  cars  of  Decency 
and  Propriety,  and  make  the  jungle  ways  straight, 
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cannot  be  judged  in  the  same  manner  as  the  stay^ 
at-home  folk  of  the  ranks  of  the  regular  Tchin. 

Not  many  months  ago  the  Queen's  Law  stopped 
a  few  miles  north  of  Thayetmyo  on  the  Irrawaddy. 
There  was  no  very  strong  Public  Opinion  up  to 
that  limit,  but  it  existed  to  keep  men  in  order. 
When  the  Government  said  that  the  Queen's  Law 
must  carry  up  to  Bhamo  and  the  Chinese  border 
the  order  was  given,  and  some  men  whose  desire 
was  to  be  ever  a  little  in  advance  of  the  rush  of 
Respectability  flocked  forward  with  the  troops. 
These  were  the  men  who  could  never  pass  examinax 
tions,  and  would  have  been  too  pronounced  in  their 
ideas  for  the  administration  of  bureau  -  worked 
Provinces.  The  Supreme  Government  stepped  in 
as  soon  as  might  be,  with  codes  and  regulations, 
and  all  but  reduced  New  Burma  to  the  dead  Indian 
level;  but  there  was  a  short  time  during  which 
strong  men  were  necessary  and  ploughed  a  field 
for  themselves. 

Among  the  forerunners  of  Civilisation  was 
Georgie  Porgie,  reckoned  by  all  who  knew  him  a 
strong  man.  He  held  an  appointment  in  Lower 
Burma  when  the  order  came  to  break  the  Frontier, 
and  his  friends  called  him  Georgie  Porgie  because 
of  the  singularly  Burmese^like  manner  in  which 
he  sang  a  song  whose  first  line  is  something  like 
the  words 4  Georgie  Porgie/  Most  men  who  have 
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been  in  Burma  will  know  the  song*  It  means: 
4  Puff,  puff,  puff,  puff,  great  steamboat  1 '  Georgie 
sang  it  to  his  banjo,  and  his  friends  shouted  with 
delight,  so  that  you  could  hear  them  far  away  in 
the  teakxforest. 

When  he  went  to  Upper  Burma  he  had  no 
special  regard  for  God  or  Man,  but  he  knew  how 
to  make  himself  respected,  and  to  carry  out  the 
mixed  Military^Civil  duties  that  fell  to  most  men's 
share  in  those  months.  He  did  his  office  work 
and  entertained,  now  and  again,  the  detachments 
of  fevers-shaken  soldiers  who  blundered  through 
his  part  of  the  world  in  search  of  a  flying  party 
of  dacoits.  Sometimes  he  turned  out  and  dressed 
down  dacoits  on  his  own  account ;  for  the  country 
was  still  smouldering  and  would  blaze  when  least 
expected*  He  enjoyed  these  charivaris,  but  the 
dacoits  were  not  so  amused.  All  the  officials 
who  came  in  contact  with  him  departed  with  the 
idea  that  Georgie  Porgie  was  a  valuable  person, 
well  able  to  take  care  of  himself,  and,  on  that 
belief,  he  was  left  to  his  own  devices. 

At  the  end  of  a  few  months  he  wearied  of  his 
solitude,  and  cast  about  for  company  and  refine" 
ment.  The  Queen's  Law  had  hardly  begun  to  be 
felt  in  the  country,  and  Public  Opinion,  which  is 
more  powerful  than  the  Queen's  Law,  had  yet 
to  come.  Also,  there  was  a  custom  in  the  country 
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which  allowed  a  white  man  to  take  to  himself  a 
wife  of  the  Daughters  of  Heth  upon  due  payment. 
The  marriage  was  not  quite  so  binding  as  is  the 
nikkah  ceremony  among  Mahomedans,  but  the 
wife  was  very  pleasant. 

When  all  our  troops  are  back  from  Burma  there 
will  be  a  proverb  in  their  mouths, 4  As  thrifty  as 
a  Burmese  wife/  and  pretty  English  ladies  will 
wonder  what  in  the  world  it  means. 

The  headman  of  the  village  next  to  Georgie 
Porgie's  post  had  a  fair  daughter  who  had  seen 
Georgie  Porgie  and  loved  him  from  afar.  When 
news  went  abroad  that  the  Englishman  with  the 
heavy  hand  who  lived  in  the  stockade  was  looking 
for  a  housekeeper,  the  headman  came  in  and  ex* 
plained  that,  for  five  hundred  rupees  down,  he 
would  entrust  his  daughter  to  Georgie  Porgie's 
keeping,  to  be  maintained  in  all  honour,  respect, 
and  comfort,  with  pretty  dresses,  according  to  the 
custom  of  the  country.  This  thing  was  done,  and 
Georgie  Porgie  never  repented  it. 

He  found  his  rough  -  and  *  tumble  house  put 
straight  and  made  comfortable,  his  hitherto  un* 
checked  expenses  cut  down  by  one^half,  and  hin> 
self  petted  and  made  much  of  by  his  new  acquisition, 
who  sat  at  the  head  of  his  table  and  sang  songs 
to  him  and  ordered  his  Madrassee  servants  about, 
and  was  in  every  way  as  sweet  and  merry  and 
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honest  and  winning  a  little  woman  as  the  most 
exacting  of  bachelors  could  have  desired.  No 
race,  men  say  who  know,  produces  such  good 
wives  and  heads  of  households  as  the  Burmese. 
When  the  next  detachment  tramped  by  on  the 
war-path  the  Subaltern  in  command  found  at 
Georgie  Porgie's  table  a  hostess  to  be  deferential 
to,  a  woman  to  be  treated  in  every  way  as  one 
occupying  an  assured  position.  When  he  gathered 
his  men  together  next  dawn  and  replunged  into 
the  jungle  he  thought  regretfully  of  the  nice  little 
dinner  and  the  pretty  face,  and  envied  Georgie 
Porgie  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart.  Yet  he  was 
engaged  to  a  girl  at  Home,  and  that  is  how. some 
men  are  constructed. 

The  Burmese  girl's  name  was  not  a  pretty  one ; 
but  as  she  was  promptly  christened  Georgina  by 
Georgie  Porgie,  the  blemish  did  not  matter. 
Georgie  Porgie  thought  well  of  the  petting  and 
the  general  comfort,  and  vowed  that  he  had  never 
spent  five  hundred  rupees  to  a  better  end. 

After  three  months  of  domestic  life  a  great  idea 
struck  him.  Matrimony — English  matrimony 
— could  not  be  such  a  bad  thing  after  all.  If  he 
were  so  thoroughly  comfortable  at  the  Back  of 
Beyond  with  this  Burmese  girl  who  smoked 
cheroots,  how  much  more  comfortable  would  he 
be  with  a  sweet  English  maiden  who  would  not 
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smoke  cheroots,  and  would  play  upon  a  piano 
instead  of  a  banjo  ?  Also  he  had  a  desire  to  return 
to  his  kind,  to  hear  a  Band  once  more,  and  to  feel 
how  it  felt  to  wear  a  dress^suit  again.  Decidedly, 
Matrimony  would  be  a  very  good  thing*  He 
thought  the  matter  out  at  length  of  evenings,  while 
Georgina  sang  to  him,  or  asked  him  why  he  was 
so  silent,  and  whether  she  had  done  anything  to 
offend  him.  As  he  thought,  he  smoked,  and  as 
he  smoked  he  looked  at  Georgina,  and  in  his  fancy 
turned  her  into  a  fair,  thrifty,  amusing,  merry,  little 
English  girl,  with  hair  coming  low  down  on  her 
forehead,  and  perhaps  a  cigarette  between  her  lips. 
Certainly,  not  a  big,  thick,  Burma  cheroot,  of  the 
brand  that  Georgina  smoked.  He  would  wed  a 
girl  with  Georgina's  eyes  and  most  of  her  ways. 
But  not  all.  She  could  be  improved  upon.  Then 
he  blew  thick  smoke-wreaths  through  his  nostrils 
and  stretched  himself.  He  would  taste  marriage. 
Georgina  had  helped  him  to  save  money,  and  there 
were  six  months'  leave  due  to  him. 

4  See  here,  little  woman/  he  said,  *  we  must  put 
by  more  money  for  these  next  three  months. 
I  want  it/  That  was  a  direct  slur  on  Georgina's 
housekeeping ;  for  she  prided  herself  on  her  thrift ; 
but  since  her  God  wanted  money  she  would  do  her 
best. 

'You  want   money ?'    she  said  with  a  little 
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laugh*  'I  have  money.  Look!'  She  ran  to 
her  own  room  and  fetched  out  a  small  bag  of 
rupees*  'Of  all  that  you  give  me,  I  keep  back 
some.  See!  One  hundred  and  seven  rupees.  Can 
you  want  more  money  than  that?  Take  it.  It 
is  my  pleasure  if  you  use  it/  She  spread  out  the 
money  on  the  table  and  pushed  it  towards  him 
with  her  quick,  little,  pale  yellow  fingers. 

Georgie  Porgie  never  referred  to  economy  in 
the  household  again. 

Three  months  later,  after  the  dispatch  and 
receipt  of  several  mysterious  letters  which  Georgina 
could  not  understand,  and  hated  for  that  reason, 
Georgie  Porgie  said  that  he  was  going  away,  and 
she  must  return  to  her  father's  house  and  stay 
there. 

Georgina  wept.  She  would  go  with  her  God 
from  the  world's  end  to  the  world's  end.  Why 
should  she  leave  him  ?  She  loved  him. 

'I  am  only  going  to  Rangoon,'  said  Georgie 
Porgie.  'I  shall  be  back  in  a  month,  but  it  is 
safer  to  stay  with  your  father.  I  will  leave  you 
two  hundred  rupees/ 

'If  you  go  for  a  month,  what  need  of  two 
hundred?  Fifty  are  more  than  enough.  There 
is  some  evil  here.  Do  not  go,  or  at  least  let  me 
go  with  you/ 

Georgie  Porgie  does  not  like  to  remember  that 
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scene  even  at  this  date.  In  the  end  he  got  rid 
of  Georgina  by  a  compromise  of  seventy'five 
rupees.  She  would  not  take  more.  Then  he 
went  by  steamer  and  rail  to  Rangoon. 

The  mysterious  letters  had  granted  him  six 
months'  leave.  The  actual  flight  and  an  idea  that 
he  might  have  been  treacherous  hurt  severely  at 
the  time,  but  as  soon  as  the  big  steamer  was  well 
out  into  the  blue,  things  were  easier,  and  Georgina's 
face,  and  the  queer  little  stockaded  house,  and  the 
memory  of  the  rushes  of  shouting  dacoits  by  night, 
the  cry  and  struggle  of  the  first  man  that,  he  had 
ever  killed  with  his  own  hand,  and  a  hundred 
other  more  intimate  things,  faded  and  faded  out 
of  Georgie  Porgie's  heart,  and  the  vision  of 
approaching  England  took  its  place.  The  steamer 
was  full  of  men  on  leave,  all  rampantly  jovial  souls 
who  had  shaken  off  the  dust  and  sweat  of  Upper 
Burma  and  were  as  merry  as  schoolboys.  They 
helped  Georgie  Porgie  to  forget. 

Then  came  England  with  its  luxuries  and 
decencies  and  comforts,  and  Georgie  Porgie  walked 
in  a  pleasant  dream  upon  pavements  of  which  he 
had  nearly  forgotten  the  ring,  wondering  why 
men  in  their  senses  ever  left  Town.  He  accepted 
his  keen  delight  in  his  furlough  as  the  reward  of 
his  services.  Providence  further  arranged  for  him 
another  and  greater  delight — all  the  pleasures  of 
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a  quiet  English  wooing,  quite  different  from  the 
brazen  businesses  of  the  East,  when  half  the  com- 
munity  stand  back  and  bet  on  the  result,  and  the 
other  half  wonder  what  Mrs.  So-and-So  will  say 
to  it 

It  was  a  pleasant  girl  and  a  perfect  summer, 
and  a  big  country-house  near  Petworth  where 
there  are  acres  and  acres  of  purple  heather  and 
high-grassed  water-meadows  to  wander  through. 
Georgie  Porgie  felt  that  he  had  at  last  found  some- 
thing  worth  the  living  for,  and  naturally  assumed 
that  the  next  thing  to  do  was  to  ask  the  girl  to 
share  his  life  in  India.  She,  in  her  ignorance,  was 
willing  to  go*  On  this  occasion  there  was  no 
bartering  with  a  village  headman.  There  was  a 
fine  middle-class  wedding  in  the  country,  with  a 
stout  Papa  and  a  weeping  Mamma,  and  a  best- 
man  in  purple  and  fine  linen,  and  six  snub-nosed 
girls  from  the  Sunday  School  to  throw  roses  on 
the  path  between  the  tombstones  up  to  the  Church 
door.  The  local  paper  described  the  affair  at 
great  length,  even  down  to  giving  the  hymns  in 
full.  But  that  was  because  the  Direction  were 
starving  for  want  of  material. 

Then  came  a  honeymoon  at  Arundel,  and  the 
Mamma  wept  copiously  before  she  allowed  her 
one  daughter  to  sail  away  to  India  under  the  care 
of  Georgie  Porgie  the  Bridegroom.  Beyond  any 
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question,  Georgie  Porgie  was  immensely  fond  of 
his  wife,  and  she  was  devoted  to  him  as  the  best 
and  greatest  man  in  the  world.  When  he  reported 
himself  at  Bombay  he  felt  justified  in  demanding 
a  good  station  for  his  wife's  sake;  and,  because 
he  had  made  a  little  mark  in  Burma  and  was 
beginning  to  be  appreciated,  they  allowed  him 
nearly  all  that  he  asked  for,  and  posted  him  to  a 
station  which  we  will  call  Sutrain.  It  stood  upon 
several  hills,  and  was  styled  officially  a 4  Sanitarium/ 
for  the  good  reason  that  the  drainage  was  utterly 
neglected.  Here  Georgie  Porgie  settled  down, 
and  found  married  life  come  very  naturally  to 
him.  He  did  not  rave,  as  do  many  bridegrooms, 
over  the  strangeness  and  delight  of  seeing  his  own 
true  love  sitting  down  to  breakfast  with  him  every 
morning  4  as  though  it  were  the  most  natural  thing 
in  the  world/  *  He  had  been  there  before/  as  the 
Americans  say,  and,  checking  the  merits  of  his 
own  present  Grace  by  those  of  Georgina,  he  was 
more  and  more  inclined  to  think  that  he  had  done 
well. 

But  there  was  no  peace  or  comfort  across 
the  Bay  of  Bengal,  under  the  teak'trees  where 
Georgina  lived  with  her  father,  waiting  for 
Georgie  Porgie  to  return.  The  headman  was  old, 
and  remembered  the  war  of  '51,  He  had  been 
to  Rangoon,  and  knew  something  of  the  ways  of 
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the  Kullahs.  Sitting  in  front  of  his  door  in  the 
evenings,  he  taught  Georgina  a  dry  philosophy 
which  did  not  console  her  in  the  least* 

The  trouble  was  that  she  loved  Georgie  Porgie 
just  as  much  as  the  French  girl  in  the  English 
History  books  loved  the  priest  whose  head  was 
broken  by  the  King's  bullies.  One  day  she 
disappeared  from  the  village,  with  all  the  rupees 
that  Georgie  Porgie  had  given  her,  and  a  very 
small  smattering  of  English — also  gained  from 
Georgie  Porgie, 

The  headman  was  angry  at  first,  but  lit  a  fresh 
cheroot  and  said  something  uncomplimentary 
about  the  sex  in  general.  Georgina  had  started 
on  a  search  for  Georgie  Porgie,  who  might  be  in 
Rangoon,  or  across  the  Black  Water,  or  dead,  for 
aught  that  she  knew.  Chance  favoured  her.  An 
old  Sikh  policeman  told  her  that  Georgie  Porgie 
had  crossed  the  Black  Water.  She  took  a  steerage^ 
passage  from  Rangoon  and  went  to  Calcutta, 
keeping  the  secret  of  her  search  to  herself. 

In  India  every  trace  of  her  was  lost  for  six 
weeks,  and  no  one  knows  what  trouble  of  heart 
she  must  have  undergone. 

She  reappeared,  four  hundred  miles  north  of 
Calcutta,  steadily  heading  northwards,  very  worn 
and  haggard,  but  very  fixed  in  her  determination 
to  find  Georgie  Porgie.  She  could  not  understand 
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the  language  of  the  people ;  but  India  is  infinitely 
charitable,  and  the  womenfolk  along  the  Grand 
Trunk  gave  her  food*  Something  made  her 
believe  that  Georgie  Porgie  was  to  be  found  at 
the  end  of  that  pitiless  road.  She  may  have  seen  a 
sepoy  who  knew  him  in  Burma,  but  of  this  no  one 
can  be  certain.  At  last,  she  found  a  regiment  on 
the  line  of  march,  and  met  there  one  of  the  many 
subalterns  whom  Georgie  Porgie  had  invited  to 
dinner  in  the  far  off,  old  days  of  the  dacoit'hunting. 
There  was  a  certain  amount  of  amusement  among 
the  tents  when  Georgina  threw  herself  at  the  man's 
feet  and  began  to  cry.  There  was  no  amusement 
when  her  story  was  told;  but  a  collection  was 
made,  and  that  was  more  to  the  point.  One  of 
the  subalterns  knew  of  Georgie  Porgie's  where* 
abouts,  but  not  of  his  marriage.  So  he  told 
Georgina  and  she  went  her  way  joyfully  to  the 
north,  in  a  railway  carriage  where  there  was  rest 
for  tired  feet  and  shade  for  a  dusty  little  head. 
The  marches  from  the  train  through  the  hills  into 
Sutrain  were  trying,  but  Georgina  had  money,  and 
families  journeying  in  bullock'carts  gave  her  help. 
It  was  an  almost  miraculous  journey,  and  Georgina 
felt  sure  that  the  good  spirits  of  Burma  were 
looking  after  her.  The  hill  x  road  to  Sutrain  is  a 
chilly  stretch,  and  Georgina  caught  a  bad  cold. 
Still  there  was  Georgie  Porgie  at  the  end  of  all  the 
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trouble  to  take  her  up  in  his  arms  and  pet  her,  as 
he  used  to  do  in  the  old  days  when  the  stockade 
was  shut  for  the  night  and  he  had  approved  of  the 
evening  meal,  Georgina  went  forward  as  fast  as 
she  could;  and  her  good  spirits  did  her  one  last 
favour. 

An  Englishman  stopped  her,  in  the  twilight, 
just  at  the  turn  of  the  road  into  Sutrain,  saying, 
4  Good  Heavens !  What  are  you  doing  here  ? ' 

He  was  Gillis,  the  man  who  had  been  Georgie 
Porgie's  assistant  in  Upper  Burma,  and  who 
occupied  the  next  post  to  Georgie  Porgie's  in  the 
jungle.  Georgie  Porgie  had  applied  to  have 
him  to  work  with  at  Sutrain  because  he  liked 
him, 

4 1  have  come/  said  Georgina  simply.  4  It  was 
such  a  long  way,  and  I  have  been  months  in 
coming.  Where  is  his  house  ? ' 

Gillis  gasped.  He  had  seen  enough  of  Georgina 
in  the  old  times  to  know  that  explanations  would 
be  useless.  You  cannot  explain  things  to  the 
Oriental.  You  must  show. 

Til  take  you  there/  said  Gillis,  and  he  led 
Georgina  off  the  road,  up  the  cliff,  by  a  little 
pathway,  to  the  back  of  a  house  set  on  a  platform 
cut  into  the  hillside. 

The  lamps  were  just  lit,  but  the  curtains  were 
not  drawn.  4  Now  look/  said  Gillis,  stopping  in 
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front  of  the  drawing-room  window*  Georgina 
looked  and  saw  Georgie  Porgie  and  the  Bride, 

She  put  her  hand  up  to  her  hair,  which  had 
come  out  of  its  top'knot  and  was  straggling  about 
her  face.  She  tried  to  set  her  ragged  dress  in 
order,  but  the  dress  was  past  pulling  straight,  and 
she  coughed  a  queer  little  cough,  for  she  really  had 
taken  a  very  bad  cold.  Gillis  looked,  too,  but 
while  Georgina  only  looked  at  the  Bride  once, 
turning  her  eyes  always  on  Georgie  Porgie,  Gillis 
looked  at  the  Bride  all  the  time. 

4  What  are  you  going  to  do  ? '  said  Gillis,  who 
held  Georgina  by  the  wrist,  in  case  of  any  unexx 
pected  rush  into  the  lamplight.  4  Will  you  go  in 
and  tell  that  English  woman  that  you  lived  with 
her  husband  ? ' 

';No/  said  Georgina  faintly.  'Let  me  go.  I 
am  going  away.  I  swear  that  I  am  going  away/ 
She  twisted  herself  free  and  ran  off  into  the  dark. 

4  Poor  little  beast  1 '  said  Gillis,  dropping  on  to 
the  main  road.  'Pd  ha'  given  her  something  to 
get  back  to  Burma  with.  What  a  narrow  shave 
though  I  And  that  angel  would  never  have  for^ 
given  it/ 

This  seems  to  prove  that  the  devotion  of  Gillis 
was  not  entirely  due  to  his  affection  for  Georgie 
Porgie. 

The  Bride  and  the  Bridegroom  came  out  into 
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the  veranda  after  dinner,  in  order  that  the  smoke 
of  Georgie  Porgie's  cheroots  might  not  hang  in  the 
new  drawingxroom  curtains. 

*  What  is  that  noise  down  there?'  said  the  Bride. 
Both  listened. 

4  Oh/  said  Georgie  Porgie,  *  I  suppose  some 
brute  of  a  hillman  has  been  beating  his  wife/ 

4  Beating — his — wife !  How  ghastly ! '  said  the 
Bride.  4 Fancy  your  beating  meV  She  slipped 
an  arm  round  her  husband's  waist,  and,  leaning 
her  head  against  his  shoulder,  looked  out  across 
the  cloud'filled  valley  in  deep  content  and  security. 

But  it  was  Georgina  crying,  all  by  herself,  down 
the  hillside,  among  the  stones  of  the  watercourse 
where  the  washermen  wash  the  clothes. 
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/  I   THIS  was  how  it  happened ;  and  the  truth 

is  also  an  allegory  of  Empire. 
A  I  met  him  at  the  corner  of  my  garden, 
an  empty  basket  on  his  head,  and  an  unclean  cloth 
round  his  loins.  That  was  all  the  property  to 
which  Naboth  had  the  shadow  of  a  claim  when  I 
first  saw  him.  He  opened  our  acquaintance  by 
begging.  He  was  very  thin  and  showed  nearly 
as  many  ribs  as  his  basket;  and  he  told  me  a 
long  story  about  fever  and  a  lawsuit,  and  an 
iron  cauldron  that  had  been  seized  by  the  court 
in  execution  of  a  decree.  I  put  my  hand  into 
my  pocket  to  help  Naboth,  as  kings  of  the  East 
have  helped  alien  adventurers  to  the  loss  of 
their  kingdoms.  A  rupee  had  hidden  in  my 
waistcoat  lining.  I  never  knew  it  was  there, 
and  gave  the  trove  to  Naboth  as  a  direct  gift 
from  Heaven.  He  replied  that  I  was  the  only 
legitimate  Protector  of  the  Poor  he  had  ever 
known. 
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Next  morning  he  reappeared,  a  little  fatter  in 
the  round,  and  curled  himself  into  knots  in  the 
front  veranda.  He  said  I  was  his  father  and  his 
mother,  and  the  direct  descendant  of  all  the 
gods  in  his  Pantheon,  besides  controlling  the 
destinies  of  the  universe.  He  himself  was  but 
a  sweetmeat'seller,  and  much  less  important  than 
the  dirt  under  my  feet*  I  had  heard  this  sort 
of  thing  before,  so  I  asked  him  what  he  wanted. 
My  rupee,  quoth  Naboth,  had  raised  him  to  the 
everlasting  heavens,  and  he  wished  to  prefer  a 
request.  He  wished  to  establish  a  sweetmeat^ 
pitch  near  the  house  of  his  benefactor,  to  gaze  on 
my  revered  countenance  as  I  went  to  and  fro 
illumining  the  world.  I  was  graciously  pleased 
to  give  permission,  and  he  went  away  with  his 
head  between  his  knees. 

Now  at  the  far  end  of  my  garden  the  ground 
slopes  toward  the  public  road,  and  the  slope  is 
crowned  with  a  thick  shrubbery.  There  is  a  short 
carriage^road  from  the  house  to  the  Mall,  which 
passes  close  to  the  shrubbery.  Next  afternoon  I 
saw  that  Naboth  had  seated  himself  at  the  bottom 
of  the  slope,  down  in  the  dust  of  the  public  road, 
and  in  the  full  glare  of  the  sun,  with  a  starved 
basket  of  greasy  sweets  in  front  of  him.  He  had 
gone  into  trade  once  more  on  the  strength  of 
my  munificent  donation,  and  the  ground  was  as 
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Paradise  by  my  honoured  favour*  Remember, 
there  was  only  Naboth,  his  basket,  the  sunshine, 
and  the  gray  dust  when  the  sap  of  my  Empire 
first  began. 

Next  day  he  had  moved  himself  up  the  slope 
nearer  to  my  shrubbery,  and  waved  a  palnvleaf 
fan  to  keep  the  flies  off  the  sweets.  So  I  judged 
that  he  must  have  done  a  fair  trade. 

Four  days  later  I  noticed  that  he  had  backed 
himself  and  his  basket  under  the  shadow  of  the 
shrubbery,  and  had  tied  an  Isabella^coloured  rag 
between  two  branches  in  order  to  make  more 
shade.  There  were  plenty  of  sweets  in  his  basket. 
I  thought  that  trade  must  certainly  be  looking  up* 

Seven  weeks  later  the  Government  took  up  a 
plot  of  ground  for  a  Chief  Court  close  to  the  end 
of  my  compound,  and  employed  nearly  four  hundred 
coolies  on  the  foundations.  Naboth  bought  a  blue 
and  white  striped  blanket,  a  brass  lamp^stand,  and 
a  small  boy,  to  cope  with  the  rush  of  trade,  which 
was  tremendous. 

Five  days  later  he  bought  a  huge,  fat,  red' 
backed  account*book,  and  a  glass  inkstand.  Thus 
I  saw  that  the  coolies  had  been  getting  into  his 
debt,  and  that  commerce  was  increasing  on  legitk 
mate  lines  of  credit.  Also  I  saw  that  the  one 
basket  had  grown  into  three,  and  that  Naboth  had 
backed  and  hacked  into  the  shrubbery,  and  made 
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himself  a  nice  little  clearing  for  the  proper  display 
of  the  basket,  the  blanket,  the  books,  and  the 
boy, 

One  week  and  five  days  later  he  had  built  a 
mud  fire-place  in  the  clearing,  and  the  fat  account- 
book  was  overflowing.  He  said  that  God  created 
few  Englishmen  of  my  kind,  and  that  I  was  the 
incarnation  of  all  human  virtues.  He  offered  me 
some  of  his  sweets  as  tribute,  and  by  accepting 
these  I  acknowledged  him  as  my  feudatory  under 
the  skirt  of  my  protection. 

Three  weeks  later  I  noticed  that  the  boy  was 
in  the  habit  of  cooking  Naboth's  mid -day  meal 
for  him,  and  Naboth  was  beginning  to  grow  a 
stomach.  He  had  hacked  away  more  of  my 
shrubbery,  and  owned  another  and  a  fatter  account- 
book. 

Eleven  weeks  later  Naboth  had  eaten  his  way 
nearly  through  that  shrubbery,  and  there  was  a 
reed  hut  with  a  bedstead  outside  it,  standing  in 
the  little  glade  that  he  had  eroded.  Two  dogs 
and  a  baby  slept  on  the  bedstead.  So  I  fancied 
Naboth  had  taken  a  wife.  He  said  that  he  had, 
by  my  favour,  done  this  thing,  and  that  I  was 
several  times  finer  than  Krishna. 

Six  weeks  and  two  days  later  a  mud  wall  had 
grown  up  at  the  back  of  the  hut.  There  were 
fowls  in  front  and  it  smelt  a  little.  The  Municipal 
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Secretary  said  that  a  cess-pool  was  forming  in  the 
public  road  from  the  drainage  of  my  compound, 
and  that  I  must  take  steps  to  clear  it  away*  I 
spoke  to  Naboth.  He  said  I  was  Lord  Paramount 
of  his  earthly  concerns,  and  the  garden  was  all 
my  own  property,  and  sent  me  some  more  sweets 
in  a  second-hand  duster* 

Two  months  later  a  coolie  bricklayer  was  killed 
in  a  scuffle  that  took  place  opposite  Naboth's 
Vineyard*  The  Inspector  of  Police  said  it  was 
a  serious  case ;  went  into  my  servants'  quarters ; 
insulted  my  butler's  wife,  and  wanted  to  arrest  my 
butler.  The  curious  thing  about  the  murder  was 
that  most  of  the  coolies  were  drunk  at  the  time, 
Naboth  pointed  out  that  my  name  was  a  strong 
shield  between  him  and  his  enemies,  and  he  exx 
pected  that  another  baby  would  be  born  to  him 
shortly. 

Four  months  later  the  hut  was  all  mud  walls, 
very  solidly  built,  and  Naboth  had  used  most  of 
my  shrubbery  for  his  five  goats,  A  silver  watch 
and  an  aluminium  chain  shone  upon  his  very  round 
stomach.  My  servants  were  alarmingly  drunk 
several  times,  and  used  to  waste  the  day  with 
Naboth  when  they  got  the  chance.  I  spoke  to 
Naboth.  He  said,  by  my  favour  and  the  glory 
of  my  countenance,  he  would  make  all  his  women^ 
folk  ladies,  and  that  if  any  one  hinted  that  he  was 
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running  an  illicit  still  under  the  shadow  of  the 
tamarisks,  why,  I,  his  Suzerain,  was  to  prosecute, 

A  week  later  he  hired  a  man  to  make  several 
dozen  square  yards  of  trellis/work  to  put  round 
the  back  of  his  hut,  that  his  womenfolk  might  be 
screened  from  the  public  gaze.  The  man  went 
away  in  the  evening,  and  left  his  day's  work  to 
pave  the  short  cut  from  the  public  road  to  my 
house,  I  was  driving  home  in  the  dusk,  and 
turned  the  corner  by  Naboth's  Vineyard  quickly. 
The  next  thing  I  knew  was  that  the  horses  of 
the  phaeton  were  stamping  and  plunging  in  the 
strongest  sort  of  bamboo  network.  Both  beasts 
came  down.  One  rose  with  nothing  more  than 
chipped  knees.  The  other  was  so  badly  kicked 
that  I  was  forced  to  shoot  him, 

Naboth  is  gone  now,  and  his  hut  is  ploughed 
into  its  native  mud  with  sweetmeats  instead  of  salt 
for  a  sign  that  the  place  is  accursed,  I  have  built 
a  summer-house  to  overlook  the  end  of  the  garden, 
and  it  is  as  a  fort  on  my  frontier  whence  I  guard 
my  Empire. 

I  know  exactly  how  Ahab  felt.  He  has  been 
shamefully  misrepresented  in  the  Scriptures. 
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LIKE  Mr.  Bunyan  of  old,  I,  Duncan 
Parrenness,  Writer  to  the  Most  Honourable 
the  East  India  Company,  in  this  God* 
forgotten  city  of  Calcutta,  have  dreamed  a  dream, 
and  never  since  that  Kitty  my  mare  fell  lame  have 
I  been  so  troubled.  Therefore,  lest  I  should 
forget  my  dream,  I  have  made  shift  to  set  it  down 
here.  Though  Heaven  knows  how  unhandy  the 
pen  is  to  me  who  was  always  readier  with  sword 
than  ink'horn  when  I  left  London  two  long  years 
since. 

When  the  Go vernor*-  General's  great  dance 
(that  he  gives  yearly  at  the  latter  end  of  November) 
was  finisht,  I  had  gone  to  mine  own  room  which 
looks  over  that  sullen,  un-English  stream,  the 
Hoogly,  scarce  so  sober  as  I  might  have  been. 
Now,  roaring  drunk  in  the  West  is  but  fuddled  in 
the  East,  and  I  was  drunk  Nor'-Nor'  Easterly  as 
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Mr*  Shakespeare  might  have  said.  Yet,  in  spite 
of  my  liquor,  the  cool  night  winds  (though  I 
have  heard  that  they  breed  chills  and  fluxes  in* 
numerable)  sobered  me  somewhat ;  and  I  re* 
membered  that  I  had  been  but  a  little  wrung  and 
wasted  by  all  the  sicknesses  of  the  past  four  months, 
whereas  those  young  bloods  that  came  eastward 
with  me  in  the  same  ship  had  been  all,  a  month 
back,  planted  to  Eternity  in  the  foul  soil  north  of 
Writers'  Buildings.  So  then,  I  thanked  God  mistily 
(though,  to  my  shame,  I  never  kneeled  down  to 
do  so)  for  license  to  live,  at  least  till  March  should 
be  upon  us  again.  Indeed,  we  that  were  alive  (and 
our  number  was  less  by  far  than  those  who  had 
gone  to  their  last  account  in  the  hot  weather  late 
past)  had  made  very  merry  that  evening,  by  the 
ramparts  of  the  Fort,  over  this  kindness  of  Pn> 
vidence;  though  our  jests  were  neither  witty 
nor  such  as  I  should  have  liked  my  Mother  to 
hear. 

When  I  had  lain  down  (or  rather  thrown  me 
on  my  bed)  and  the  fumes  of  my  drink  had  a  little 
cleared  away,  I  found  that  I  could  get  no  sleep  for 
thinking  of  a  thousand  things  that  were  better  left 
alone.  First,  and  it  was  a  long  time  since  I  had 
thought  of  her,  the  sweet  face  of  Kitty  Somerset 
drifted,  as  it  might  have  been  drawn  in  a  picture, 
across  the  foot  of  my  bed,  so  plainly,  that  I  almost 
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thought  she  had  been  present  in  the  body.  Then 
I  remembered  how  she  drove  me  to  this  accursed 
country  to  get  rich,  that  I  might  the  more  quickly 
marry  her,  our  parents  on  both  sides  giving  their 
consent;  and  then  how  she  thought  better  (or 
worse  may  be)  of  her  troth,  and  wed  Tom 
Sanderson  but  a  short  three  months  after  I  had 
sailed.  From  Kitty  I  fell  a  musing  on  Mrs. 
Vansuythen,  a  tall  pale  woman  with  violet  eyes 
that  had  come  to  Calcutta  from  the  Dutch  Factory 
at  Chinsura,  and  had  set  all  our  young  men,  and 
not  a  few  of  the  factors,  by  the  ears.  Some  of  our 
ladies,  it  is  true,  said  that  she  had  never  a  husband 
or  marriage'lines  at  all ;  but  women,  and  specially 
those  who  have  led  only  indifferent  good  lives 
themselves,  are  cruel  hard  one  on  another.  Besides, 
Mrs.  Vansuythen  was  far  prettier  than  them  all. 
She  had  been  most  gracious  to  me  at  the  Governor^ 
General's  rout,  and  indeed  I  was  looked  upon  by 
all  as  her  preux  chevalier — which  is  French  for  a 
much  worse  word.  Now,  whether  I  cared  so  much 
as  the  scratch  of  a  pin  for  this  same  Mrs.  Vanx 
suythen  (albeit  I  had  vowed  eternal  love  three  days 
after  we  met)  I  knew  not  then  nor  did  till  later 
on ;  but  mine  own  pride,  and  a  skill  in  the  small 
sword  that  no  man  in  Calcutta  could  equal,  kept 
me  in  her  affections.  So  that  I  believed  I 
shipt  her. 
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When  I  had  dismist  her  violet  eyes  from  my 
thoughts,  my  reason  reproacht  me  for  ever  having 
followed  her  at  all ;  and  I  saw  how  the  one  year 
that  I  had  lived  in  this  land  had  so  burnt  and 
seared  my  mind  with  the  flames  of  a  thousand  bad 
passions  and  desires,  that  I  had  aged  ten  months 
for  each  one  in  the  Devil's  school  Whereat  I 
thought  of  my  Mother  for  a  while,  and  was  very 
penitent:  making  in  my  sinful  tipsy  mood  a 
thousand  vows  of  reformation — all  since  broken,  I 
fear  me,  again  and  again.  Toxmorrow,  says  I  to 
myself,  I  will  live  cleanly  for  even  And  I  smiled 
dizzily  (the  liquor  being  still  strong  in  me)  to 
think  of  the  dangers  I  had  escaped ;  and  built  all 
manner  of  fine  Castles  in  Spain,  whereof  a  shadowy 
Kitty  Somerset  that  had  the  violet  eyes  and  the 
sweet  slow  speech  of  Mrs.  Vansuythen,  was  always 
Queen. 

Lastly,  a  very  fine  and  magnificent  courage 
(that  doubtless  had  its  birth  in  Mr.  Hastings' 
Madeira)  grew  upon  me,  till  it  seemed  that  I  could 
become  Governor  ^  General,  Nawab,  Prince,  ay, 
even  the  Great  Mogul  himself,  by  the  mere  wishing 
of  it.  Wherefore,  taking  my  first  steps,  random 
and  unstable  enough,  towards  my  new  kingdom,  I 
kickt  my  servants  sleeping  without  till  they  howled 
and  ran  from  me,  and  called  Heaven  and  Earth  to 
witness  that  I,  Duncan  Parrenness,  was  a  Writer 
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in  the  service  of  the  Company  and  afraid  of  no 
man.  Then,  seeing  that  neither  the  Moon  nor  the 
Great  Bear  were  minded  to  accept  my  challenge, 
I  lay  down  again  and  must  have  fallen  asleep. 

I  was  waked  presently  by  my  last  words 
repeated  two  or  three  times,  and  I  saw  that  there 
had  come  into  the  room  a  drunken  man,  as  I 
thought,  from  Mr.  Hastings'  rout.  He  sate  down 
at  the  foot  of  my  bed  in  all  the  world  as  it  belonged 
to  him,  and  I  took  note,  as  well  as  I  could,  that 
his  face  was  somewhat  like  mine  own  grown  older, 
save  when  it  changed  to  the  face  of  the  Governor 
General  or  my  father,  dead  these  six  months.  But 
this  seemed  to  me  only  natural,  and  the  due  result 
of  too  much  wine ;  and  I  was  so  angered  at  his 
entry  all  unannounced,  that  I  told  him,  not  over 
civilly,  to  go.  To  all  my  words  he  made  no 
answer  whatever,  only  saying  slowly,  as  though  it 
were  some  sweet  morsel :  4  Writer  in  the  Company's 
service  and  afraid  of  no  man/  Then  he  stops 
short,  and  turning  round  sharp  upon  me,  says  that 
one  of  my  kidney  need  fear  neither  man  nor  devil ; 
that  I  was  a  brave  young  man,  and  like  enough, 
should  I  live  so  long,  to  be  Governor^General* 
But  for  all  these  things  (and  I  supposed  that  he 
meant  thereby  the  changes  and  chances  of  our 
shifty  life  in  these  parts)  I  must  pay  my  price, 
By  this  time  I  had  sobered  somewhat,  and  being 
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well  waked  out  of  my  first  sleep,  was  disposed  to 
look  upon  the  matter  as  a  tipsy  man's  jest*  So, 
says  I  merrily :  '  And  what  price  shall  I  pay  for 
this  palace  of  mine,  which  is  but  twelve  feet  square, 
and  my  five  poor  pagodas  a  month  ?  The  devil 
take  you  and  your  jesting :  I  have  paid  my  price 
twice  over  in  sickness/  At  that  moment  my  man 
turns  full  toward  me :  so  that  by  the  moonlight  I 
could  see  every  line  and  wrinkle  of  his  face*  Then 
my  drunken  mirth  died  out  of  me,  as  I  have  seen 
the  waters  of  our  great  rivers  die  away  in  one  night ; 
and  I,  Duncan  Parrenness,  who  was  afraid  of  no 
man,  was  taken  with  a  more  deadly  terror  than  I 
hold  it  has  ever  been  the  lot  of  mortal  man  to  know* 
For  I  saw  that  his  face  was  my  very  own,  but 
marked  and  lined  and  scarred  with  the  furrows  of 
disease  and  much  evil  living — as  I  once,  when  I 
was  (Lord  help  me)  very  drunk  indeed,  have  seen 
mine  own  face,  all  white  and  drawn  and  grown  old, 
in  a  mirror,  I  take  it  that  any  man  would  have 
been  even  more  greatly  feared  than  I ;  for  I  am 
in  no  way  wanting  in  courage* 

After  I  had  lain  still  for  a  little,  sweating  in  my 
agony,  and  waiting  until  I  should  awake  from  this 
terrible  dream  (for  dream  I  knew  it  to  be),  he  says 
again  that  I  must  pay  my  price ;  and  a  little  after, 
as  though  it  were  to  be  given  in  pagodas  and  sicca 
rupees  :  *  What  price  will  you  pay  ? '  Says  I,  very 
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softly :  *  For  God's  sake  let  me  be,  whoever  you 
are,  and  I  will  mend  my  ways  from  to-night/ 
Says  he,  laughing  a  little  at  my  words,  but  other^ 
wise  making  no  motion  of  having  heard  them: 
4  Nay,  I  would  only  rid  so  brave  a  young  ruffler 
as  yourself  of  much  that  will  be  a  great  hindrance 
to  you  on  your  way  through  life  in  the  Indies; 
for  believe  me/  and  here  he  looks  full  on  me  once 
more,  4  there  is  no  return/  At  all  this  rigmarole, 
which  I  could  not  then  understand,  I  was  a  good 
deal  put  aback  and  waited  for  what  should  come 
next  Says  he  very  calmly :  <  Give  me  your  trust 
in  man/  At  that  I  saw  how  heavy  would  be 
my  price,  for  I  never  doubted  but  that  he  could 
take  from  me  all  that  he  asked,  and  my  head  was, 
through  terror  and  wakefulness,  altogether  cleared 
of  the  wine  I  had  drunk*  So  I  takes  him  up  very 
short,  crying  that  I  was  not  so  wholly  bad  as  he 
would  make  believe,  and  that  I  trusted  my  fellows 
to  the  full  as  much  as  they  were  worthy  of  it  '  It 
was  none  of  my  fault/  says  I,  *  if  one^half  of  them 
were  liars  and  the  other  half  deserved  to  be  burnt 
in  the  hand,  and  I  would  once  more  ask  him  to 
have  done  with  his  questions/  Then  I  stopped,  a 
little  afraid,  it  is  true,  to  have  let  my  tongue  so  run 
away  with  me,  but  he  took  no  notice  of  this,  and 
only  laid  his  hand  lightly  on  my  left  breast  and 
I  felt  very  cold  there  for  a  while*  Then  he  says, 
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laughing  more :  *  Give  me  your  faith  in  women/ 
At  that  I  started  in  my  bed  as  though  I  had  been 
stung,  for  I  thought  of  my  sweet  mother  in 
England,  and  for  a  while  fancied  that  my  faith  in 
God's  best  creatures  could  neither  be  shaken  nor 
stolen  from  me*  But  later.  Myself s  hard  eyes 
being  upon  me,  I  fell  to  thinking,  for  the  second  time 
that  night,  of  Kitty  (she  that  jilted  me  and  married 
Tom  Sanderson)  and  of  Mistress  Vansuythen, 
whom  only  my  devilish  pride  made  me  follow,  and 
how  she  was  even  worse  than  Kitty,  and  I  worst  of 
them  all — seeing  that  with  my  life's  work  to  be  done, 
I  must  needs  go  dancing  down  the  Devil's  swept 
and  garnished  causeway,  because,  forsooth,  there 
was  a  light  woman's  smile  at  the  end  of  it*  And 
I  thought  that  all  women  in  the  world  were  either 
like  Kitty  or  Mistress  Vansuythen  (as  indeed  they 
have  ever  since  been  to  me),  and  this  put  me  to 
such  an  extremity  of  rage  and  sorrow,  that  I  was 
beyond  word  glad  when  Myself's  hand  fell  again 
on  my  left  breast,  and  I  was  no  more  troubled  by 
these  follies. 

After  this  he  was  silent  for  a  little,  and  I  made 
sure  that  he  must  go  or  I  awake  ere  long;  but 
presently  he  speaks  again  (and  very  softly)  that  I 
was  a  fool  to  care  for  such  follies  as  those  he  had 
taken  from  me,  and  that  ere  he  went  he  would  only 
ask  me  for  a  few  other  trifles  such  as  no  man,  or 
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for  matter  of  that  boy  either,  would  keep  about 
him  in  this  country.  And  so  it  happened  that  he 
took  from  out  of  my  very  heart  as  it  were,  looking 
all  the  time  into  my  face  with  my  own  eyes,  as 
much  as  remained  to  me  of  my  boy's  soul  and 
conscience.  This  was  to  me  a  far  more  terrible 
loss  than  the  two  that  I  had  suffered  before*  For 
though,  Lord  help  me,  I  had  travelled  far  enough 
from  all  paths  of  decent  or  godly  living,  yet  there 
was  in  me,  though  I  myself  write  it,  a  certain 
goodness  of  heart  which,  when  I  was  sober  (or  sick) 
made  me  very  sorry  of  all  that  I  had  done  before 
the  fit  came  on  me*  And  this  I  lost  wholly: 
having  in  place  thereof  another  deadly  coldness  at 
the  heart*  I  am  not,  as  I  have  before  said,  ready 
with  my  pen,  so  I  fear  that  what  I  have  just  written 
may  not  be  readily  understood.  Yet  there  be 
certain  times  in  a  young  man's  life,  when,  through 
great  sorrow  or  sin,  all  the  boy  in  him  is  burnt 
and  seared  away  so  that  he  passes  at  one  step  to 
the  more  sorrowful  state  of  manhood:  as  our 
staring  Indian  day  changes  into  night  with  never 
so  much  as  the  gray  of  twilight  to  temper  the  two 
extremes.  This  shall  perhaps  make  my  state  more 
clear,  if  it  be  remembered  that  my  torment  was  ten 
times  as  great  as  comes  in  the  natural  course  of 
nature  to  any  man.  At  that  time  I  dared  not  think 
of  the  change  that  had  come  over  me,  and  all  in  one 
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night:  though  I  have  often  thought  of  it  since* 
4 1  have  paid  the  price/  says  I,  my  teeth  chattering, 
for  I  was  deadly  cold,  4  and  what  is  my  return  ? ' 
At  this  time  it  was  nearly  dawn,  and  Myself  had 
begun  to  grow  pale  and  thin  against  the  white  light  in 
the  east,  as  my  mother  used  to  tell  me  is  the  custom 
of  ghosts  and  devils  and  the  like.  He  made  as  if  he 
would  go,  but  my  words  stopt  him  and  he  laughed 
— as  I  remember  that  I  laughed  when  I  ran  Angus 
Macalister  through  the  sword-arm  last  August, 
because  he  said  that  Mrs.  Vansuythen  was  no 
better  than  she  should  be.  4  What  return  ?  '—says 
he,  catching  up  my  last  words — 4  Why,  strength 
to  live  as  long  as  God  or  the  Devil  pleases,  and  so 
long  as  you  live  my  young  master,  my  gift/ 
With  that  he  puts  something  into  my  hand,  though 
it  was  still  too  dark  to  see  what  it  was,  and  when 
next  I  lookt  up  he  was  gone. 

When  the  light  came  I  made  shift  to  behold  his 
gift,  and  saw  that  it  was  a  little  piece  of  dry  bread. 
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My  new-cut  ashlar  takes  the  light 

Where  crimson-blank  the  windows  flare  ; 

By  my  own  work,  before  the  night, 
Great  Overseer  I  make  my  prayer. 

If  there  be  good  in  that  I  wrought, 

Thy  hand  compelled  it,  Master,  Thine  ; 

Where  I  have  failed  to  meet  Thy  thought 
I  know,  through  Thee,  the  blame  is  mine. 

One  instant 's  toil  to  Thee  denied 

Stands  all  Eternity's  offence, 
Of  that  I  did  with  Thee  to  guide 

To  Thee,  through  Thee,  be  excellence. 

Who,  lest  all  thought  of  Eden  fade, 
Bring' st  Eden  to  the  craftsman's  brain, 

Godlike  to  muse  o'er  his  own  trade 
And  Manlike  stand  with  God  again. 

The  depth  and  dream  of  my  desire, 
The  bitter  paths  wherein  I  stray, 

Thou  knowest  Who  hast  made  the  Fire, 
Thou  knowest  Who  hast  made  the  Clay. 
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One  stone  the  more  swings  to  her  place 
In  that  dread  Temple  of  Thy  Worth- 
It  is  enough  that  through  Thy  grace 
I  saw  naught  common  on  Thy  earth, 

Take  not  that  vision  from  my  ken  ; 

Oh  whatsoe  'er  may  spoil  or  speed, 
Help  me  to  need  no  aid  from  men 

That  I  may  help  such  men  as  need  ! 


THE  END 


Printed  by  R.  &  R.  CLARK,  LIMITED,  Edinburgh. 


THE  SERVICE  KIPLING. 


26  Vols.     i6mo. 
Blue  Cloth.     25.  6d.  net  per  Vol. 

The  volumes  are  printed  in  an  old-style 
type  designed  after  an  old  Venetian  model 
and  known  as  the  Dolphin  Type.  They 
will  be  issued  in  the  following  order  : — 


Plain  Tales  from  the  Hills. 
Soldiers  Three.     2  Vols. 
Wee  Willie  Winkie.     2  Vols. 
From  Sea  to  Sea.     4  Vols. 
Life's  Handicap.     2  Vols. 
The  Light  that  Failed.     2  Vols. 
The  Naulahka.     2  Vols. 
Many  Inventions.     2  Vols. 
The  Day's  Work.     2  Vols. 
Kim.     2  Vols. 

Traffics  and  Discoveries.     2  Vols. 
Actions  and  Reactions.     2  Vols. 


2  Vols.]      I9H 

\  November 


December 

1915 
January 


\  February 


March 


April 


MACMILLAN  AND  CO.,  LTD.,  LONDON. 


THE  WORKS  OF  RUDYARD  KIPLING. 

UNIFORM  EDITION. 
Extra  Crown  8vo.     Red  Cloth,  with  Gilt  Tops.     6s.  each. 

POCKET  EDITION. 

Fcap  8vo.     Printed  on  Thin  Paper.    With  Gilt  Edges.     In  Scarlet 
Limp  Leather,  55.  net ;  in  Blue  Cloth,  45.  6d.  net  per  Volume. 

PIiAIN  TALES  FROM  THE  HILLS.    Seventy-ninth  Thousand. 
LIFE'S   HANDICAP.     Being  Stories  of  Mine  Own  People. 

Sixty-sixth  Thousand. 

MANY  INVENTIONS.    Sixty-second  Thousand. 
THE  LIGHT  THAT  FAILED.    Seventy-eighth  Thousand.  . 
WEE  WILLIE  WINKIE,  and  other  Stories.  Fortieth  Thousand. 
SOLDIERS  THREE,  and  other  Stories.    Forty-fifth  Thousand. 
"CAPTAINS     COURAGEOUS."      A    Story    of    the    Grand 

Banks.     Illustrated  by  I.  W.  TABER.     Forty-eighth  Thousand. 
THE   JUNGLE    BOOK.     With  Illustrations  by  J.  L.  KIPLING,  W.  H. 

DRAKE,  and  P.  FRENZENY.     One-hundred-and-Thirty-Fourth  Thousand. 
THE  DAY'S  WORK.    Eighty-sixth  Thousand. 
THE  SECOND  JUNGLE  BOOK.    With  Illustrations  by  J.  LOCKWOOD 

KIPLING.    Seventy-fifth  Thousand. 
STALKY  ft  CO.    Fifty-ninth  Thousand. 
FROM    SEA    TO    SEA.     Letters   of  Travel.      In   Two  Vols. 

Twenty-ninth  Thousand. 
THE  NAULAHKA.    A  Story  of  West  and  East.    By  RUDYARD 

KIPLING  and  WOLCOTT  BALESTIBR.    Twenty-fifth  Thousand. 
KIM.    Illustrated  by  J.  LOCKWOOD  KIPLING.     Ninety-seventh  Thousand. 
JUST  SO  STORIES  FOR  LITTLE  CHILDREN.     Illustrated  by 

the  Author.     Eighty-third  Thousand. 

TRAFFICS  AND  DISCOVERIES.    Forty-sixth  Thousand. 
PUCK    OF    POOK'S    HILL.     With  Illustrations  by  H.   R.  MILLAR. 

Forty-ninth  Thousand. 

ACTIONS  AND  REACTIONS.    Forty-fifth  Thousand. 
REWARDS  AND   FAIRIES.     With  Illustrations  by  FRANK  CRAIG. 

Forty-third  Thousand. 

SONGS  FROM  BOOKS.  Uniform  with  Poetical  Works.  Crown  8vo. 
6s.  Pocket  Edition.  Fcap.  8vo.  Cloth,  45.  6d.  net.  Leather,  55.  net. 
Edition  de  Luxe.  8vo.  los.  6d.  net. 

Also  issued  in  Special  Binding  for  Presentation.     Extra  Gilt  Cloth, 
Gilt  Edges.     Price  6s.  each. 

SOLDIER  TALES.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  S.  HARTRICK.     Fourteenth 

Thousand. 

THE  JUNGLE  BOOK.    Illustrated. 
THE  SECOND  JUNGLE  BOOK.    Illustrated. 
('CAPTAINS  COURAGEOUS."    Illustrated. 

MACMILLAN  AND  CO.,  LTD.,  LONDON. 


I  PR  4854  .LUS  1915  v.2  SMC 
Kipling.   Rudyard, 
Life's  handicap 


